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It’s like a ritual. The little car pulls away slowly down the 
white crushed stone driveway and they both wave goodbye 
through the rear window. His first love, Lisa, whose sweet 
smile he guesses, glances in the interior mirror and her hand 
is waving, spread fingers. This soft hand, whose caresses on 
his back he loves, this soft hand, which takes such good care 
of children and infants. 


Her second love, has just turned seven and is kneeling in 
the back seat. Léa doesn’t just wave her hand, she blows him 
kisses. He too, motionless, waves his hand and blows kisses. 
Then, the little car turns, behind the laurels, to cross the gate 
and rush on a small road of any French countryside. Like 
every morning, it will drop Léa off at her school, down in the 
village, and Lisa further on, at her job as a child care nurse. 
But already, he no longer sees them. 


* 


How beautiful is this little black motorcycle, gleaming, with 
shiny chrome. She can read the white men alphabet and 
that’s called HERO. Papa sits on the HERO motorcycle. He 
starts the engine and she plugs her ears, at first. It’s too noisy! 
Mama sits behind dad. She is worried. She makes her tight 
smile. Papa, smiling, waves goodbye. She waved goodbye 
with a jerk. Mama waves her goodbye and blows her a kiss 
with her hand. She does the same, a kiss from the hand, with 
a jerk. Then, she hops and flaps her arms, as if she wanted to 
fly away. Papa makes the engine of the little motorcycle 
scream. It’s too noisy, so she’s covering her ears again. The 
motorcycle drives smoothly. Papa watches where he drives 
and mama hangs on to papa. She sees them disappear around 
the corner of the Indian Street. 


* 


An orange truck , heavily loaded with crushed stone, drives 
at high speed on a small road in any French countryside. 
There’s no time to lose. 
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* 


A colorful truck, full of colors, with its black and braided 
lucky charms, hanging from the large rearview mirrors. It 
drives fast down the Indian street, constantly honking, its 
exasperation and eagerness. 


* 


Through windshield of the little car, the woman driving and 
glancing in the rearview mirror, smiling at her daughter in 
the back seat. The little girl talks to her, she tells her about 
her dream of the night. The mother likes to listen to her 
child’s dreams. 


* 


The small motorcycle enters the dense and tumultuous flow 
of the great Indian street. This is their first outing. It is their 
first motorcycle. It is the realization of a dream. The ability to 
move quickly. To enjoy this freedom that makes them so 
happy today. They left their daughter with the neighbor to 
take her to school. They intend to go visit his brother, and her 
sister. Showing their first motorcycle to the family. Showing 
that they are on the path to progress and success. He smiled, 
driving carefully, glancing in the rearview mirror. She clings 
to him and begins to reassure herself. She looks happy. She 
leans towards his ear. He turns his head a little to the side. 
They try to say something to each other in the din of engines 
and incessant horns. 


* 


Through the big windshield of the orange truck, three 
workers, seated abreast. Of these young, healthy, muscular 
and tanned men, accustomed to physical tasks. The driver 
takes a look at his watch, time is running out, they are late to 
reach their construction site. The other two don’t seem to 
care too much. They laugh with each other, no doubt caught 
up in an exciting and ritualistic conversation about women. 
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* 


Through the large windshield, of the colorful truck, the 
driver and another man are tense, nervous. They do not 
agree. We will never know the subject of their argument, but 
hatred fills the cabin. They breathe in its emanations, become 
intoxicated with them, to the point that a thick red mist fills 
their consciousness. The driver no longer drives, he honks, as 
much to try to clear the traffic around him, as to express his 
rage. 


* 


Sometimes things happen like this, without warning. A bend, 
an over-loaded truck driving a little too fast. A little car, 
careful, but probably in the wrong place at the wrong time. A 
flash of sunlight reflected on a windshield. And that eternal 
moment of the woman and the little girl in the little car. Both 
scream their anguish. 


* 


On the little motorbike, the woman turns around and 
screams. The man throws an anguished look in the rearview 
mirror, where the radiator grille of the truck is reflected, too 
close, far too close. Intoxicated by his red fog, the driver no 
longer drives, he honks. It’s as if he saw nothing. He doesn’t 
brake, he honks. The radiator grille of the colorful truck 
jumps on the couple on the small motorcycle. 


* 


Below the small road of any French countryside, the truck 
loaded with crushed stone is overturned. Part of its load is 
dumped. The little car is lying on its side, embedded in the 
front of the truck. After the bang, a strange silence hangs 
over the peaceful landscape, as if indifferent. A bird dares to 
sing. The carcasses of the vehicles groan. 


* 
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The colorful truck finally stopped. A crowd is gathered in 
front. The driver, stunned, descends slowly. The red fog 
suddenly dissipated from his brain. He doesn’t dare go and 
see what he’s driven over. He seems to have seen a couple, on 
a little motorcycle. The crowd parts and their hostile looks 
speak volumes. His karma just turned black. 


* 


In a living room filled with shadows, a bright alarm clock 
reads 1:32 a.m. The man is there, sitting on the edge of the 
sofa. He still can’t go to sleep. The pain is too strong, like a 
monster biting him and not letting go. Inside him, the images 
mingle, goodbyes and kisses blown through the rear window 
and white sheets and bandages and the stiff-necked doctor, 
who says words to him he doesn’t hear and the bodies... And 
this images are mixed up in his head and it’s unbearable. So 
he clings to what he can so as not to sink further. He sees the 
floor, the carpet. He sees his hands joined and he hears a long 
moan, followed by a long howl. He writhes in pain, this man, 
who has lost everything, he believes. He, who believes in 
nothing, almost wants to invoke the God of believers and his 
gaze rises and fixes on the ceiling. He holds out his two 
hands, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. 


* 


The eyes, shrouded in shadow, of a man, of Paul. He is naked 
and wet. He’s in a dark bathroom, dimly lit by a wall light 
above the mirror. Paul looks at himself in the mirror above 
the sink. A man in his early 40s, Mediterranean type, dark 
complexion, short brown hair. He feels for a moment his 
chest and his almost emaciated arms. He wipes himself and 
leaves the bathroom. 


On the bed, dressed in Bermuda shorts, Paul is half-lying 
in front of a touch pad. The screen illuminates his face. He 
types a message, to say that the trip was not too difficult and 
that he arrived safely. Paul dozes off in front of the little 
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icons, without even turning off the bedside lamp or the touch 
pad. The screen slowly darkens and fades to black. 


* 


A girls’ school outing in town. She climbs into a large fitted 
pedal rickshaw, which takes on board a dozen schoolgirls. 
Dark-haired, black-eyed girls in their blue-gray uniforms. 
They talk to their classmate. A rather special classmate, but 
that everyone likes. One calls her by her nickname, Jeevu. 
Jeevu is 8 years old. She is proud to recount what she saw this 
morning, in her somewhat mechanical voice. 


— My parents bought a nice motorcycle. They left for the 
day with. 


— Where did they go? 
Jeevu shakes her head. “Don’t know,” she said. 


Then, Jeevu makes weird gestures in front of her eyes. 
Fingers moving, rhythmically. She arrives at her destination 
and slips out of the rickshaw. An Indian woman, approaching 
her thirties, greets her coldly. Jeevu is surprised. She knows 
her aunt, but usually it’s mama who picks her up. His 
classmates, smiling, bid her farewell. Jeevu waves goodbye to 
them. 


* 


Paul is with Gurjee. He’s a tall guy, in his thirties. An Indian, 
of Sikh descent. He’s not wearing his turban, but his brown 
hair is long, done in a ponytail. He wears a short beard, his 
gaze is powerful, like that of a warrior and he speaks 
approximate French. Paul and Gurjee stand in front of the 
self-service ramp at the Airport Residency hotel in New Delhi. 


They are seated, face to face, at a small table. Paul is in 
front of his meal tray, visibly very happy, to the point that he 
starts laughing all by himself, like that. Gurjee, his Indian 
guide is intrigued. 
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— How are you, Paul ?! 

~ It’s okay, Gurjee. It’s crazy to be in India, here with you. 
Paul laughs again, euphorically. Then he recovers. 

— What are we visiting today? 


-This morning, Humayun’s tomb. After the temple of 
Akshardham and at the end of the day, in Agra, the Taj Mahal, 
a mausoleum. 


-Ah! Not being good for morale all that. Confronting 
death... 


Gurjee nods sideways, as Indians often do. 


-You say you make a “pilgrimage,” maybe that’s what 
pilgrimage is for you. But, if you want, we won’t see the Taj 
Mahal! 


Paul understood very well the irony of his guide. He plays 
consternation, letting out laughter. 


— There is no question ! 1 WANT to see the Taj Mahal! 


* 


Less refined, less grandiose, built of pink sandstone, 
highlighted in white, the Humayun Mughal emperor’s tomb, 
is a bit like a reduced model and harbinger of the Taj Mahal, 
which will be erected a century later. Paul and Gurjee visit 
the tomb and its gardens. And throughout this visit, the two 
men discuss with vivacity. Paul has so many questions. They 
stroll through the gardens, the monumental staircases, the 
terraces, under the domes. Paul looks happy. They leave the 
tomb. 


—So ? Paul? How it is ? The tomb ? 


-It’s okay. You know, Gurjee, if I can see the Taj Mahal, I 
can see all the tombs in India! Iam making this “pilgrimage,” 
in quotation marks, in India, to... to heal from my mourning. 
And if it has to go through the visit of mausoleums, let’s go! 
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* 


Jeevu is worried. Normally it’s mama, sometimes papa, but 
never her aunt, who picks her up at the descent of the school 
rickshaw. Jeevu doesn’t like her aunt, her mother’s sister, 
because her aunt doesn’t like Jeevu. 


— Where are mama and papa? 


The aunt doesn’t say anything and drags her to her house 
bluntly. Jeevu follows without saying anything. She is scared. 


Jeevu looks inside her aunt’s house. She doesn’t like this 
house. It’s sad and it’s dirty inside. This is not beautiful. 
There aren’t all the pretty colors, like in mama and papa’s 
house. Her aunt, unfriendly, decides to speak to her, curtly. 


— Papa-mama it’s over! You won’t see them anymore! The 
motorcycle killed them! 


Jeevu is in shock. She begins to run, twirl like crazy, 
pushing terrible screams. She bumps into the walls. She runs 
here and there and throws herself on the ground. Jeevu sits 
up and looks at her aunt, who raises her hand to hit her. It is 
at this moment that a neighbor intervenes. She stops the 
gesture and throws a reproachful look at Jeevu’s aunt. Then 
she slowly approaches the little girl, arms outstretched to 
welcome her. Jeevu gets up painfully and goes to bury herself 
in the belly of this woman, who comes to her aid, and whom 
she knows well, because she is a nice woman. The woman 
cradles Jeevu, in her arms, against her belly. Jeevu only sees 
with one eye, a corner of the wall and an old baby cradle, 
gently rocking. Jeevu calms down, little by little, moaning. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee visit the temple of Akshardham, its gardens 
and its terraces. Barefoot and heads covered with a scarf, they 
advance on the slabs flooded with a film of water, towards an 
architectural marvel. They go up the grand staircase and Paul 
is really ecstatic in front of the columns and the walls 
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completely covered in bas-reliefs. The two men enter the 
temple and contemplate all its splendors. They stop in front 
of a golden statue of a guru. 


-Why such a temple? Why so much effort? And I’m not 
talking about the money it must have cost! 


- It’s for the guru. 

- Which guru? 

-This is Swaminarayan, a great Hindu guru. It’s around 
1800. 

- And this Swami... what good did he do? 


-— Swaminarayan he lost both parents at 11. So he goes on 
the roads in India. He seeks the truth, the meaning of life. He 
is looking for a guru to learn from. You see, a bit like you. 
Afterwards he becomes a very great guru. Maybe you too will 
become a great guru one day! 


Paul shakes his head and squeezes his guide’s arm 
“Gurjee!” I want to cry and you make me laugh! 

Gurjee, facetious, answers him without any conviction: 
- Sorry Paul. 

~ It’s okay, Gurjee. This 11-year-old orphan... 


Paul remains silent. This time, he is confronted with death 
in an even more direct way and identifies imaginarily with 
this 11-year-old boy, who has lost both parents and this 
touches him deep in his heart, bruised by his own 
bereavement. 


* 


Jeevu looks at a small room, in her aunt’s house, in which 
there is, a little higher up, a mattress, a bed. In this bed, she 
sees two other children, her cousins boy and girl, who are 
about her age. They are in bed, not yet asleep and they 
straighten up to look at Jeevu. 
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Her aunt suddenly appears. She takes Jeevu by the arm 
and pulls her towards a dark corner where there is a straw 
mattress on the ground. She speaks curtly to the child. 


- That’s where you sleep! 


Jeevu sits on the straw mattress and watches her aunt 
leave. Jeevu feels so unhappy that she starts crying, loudly. 
The woman pops up again and threatens to hit Jeevu. She 
leaves. Jeevu holds back her tears in deaf moans. She ends up 
lying on her side. She looks at the dirty tiled floor. There is a 
broom, buckets, jerry cans of water and rubbish. 


* 


On the way to Agra, the Toyota speeds towards the Taj Mahal. 
Gurjee glances at Paul. The Frenchman ended up falling 
asleep, exhausted by the jet lag and the emotions of his first 
visits to the monuments of India. 


They arrive at the Taj Mahal. A pedal rickshaw takes them 
from the visitor parking lot to the entrance of the famous 
mausoleum. Past the large south door, Paul finds himself in 
front of the famous cliché. This fabulous perspective of the 
long basin, at the end of which stands, above a wide terrace, 
flanked by four fine minarets, the white building of the Taj 
Mahal and its domes. 


Paul and Gurjee follow the flow of many visitors along the 
large basin. On both sides, the gardens, with their lawns, 
where the familiar jackdaws frolic, the flowering bushes and 
the tall trees. The two men climb the grand staircase. They 
stop occasionally to raise their heads towards the vaults of 
the alcoves, towards the tops of the minarets, towards the 
majestic domes, the white marble walls, covered with 
Koranic calligraphy. They decide to go around the building, 
admire its exterior before visiting its entrails. 


At the rear of the Taj Mahal, they sit at the foot of one of 
the four tall minarets. From there, they have a superb 
panoramic view of the Yamuna River which stretches here in 
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a soft curve. On their right, to the east, the day begins to 
decline, while on their left, to the west, the setting sun glows, 
turning the marbles of the mausoleum orange or pink. Paul is 
amazed. He has the impression of seeing in this panorama 
the current of a whole life, between birth and death. And this 
mausoleum, behind them... However, it is in a sarcastic tone 
that he asks his question to his guide. 


-The mausoleum, there, who is it? A king and his 
excessive pride? 


Gurjee remains unfazed. 


- This is Emperor Sha Jahan . Ham, he’s there, but it’s more 
complicated. He is Mughal Emperor. Muslim . So you know he 
has plenty of wives. 


— Yes, a harem. 


— Harem, yes. And there’s ONE woman he really loves. It is 
his great love! And when his wife died he made this 
mausoleum for her. You see ? 


Paul begins to think. 


—That... That reminds me of the “Little Prince.” You 
know? 


— Yes ! In India, at school we learn the Little Prince. He is a 
great guru the Little Prince! 


— You know, he had a rose among thousands of roses and it 
was THE rose he loved. This Sha Jahan , finally, it’s the same. 
A great love... 


Gurjee, turning around and holding out his arm. 


-Look at the mausoleum behind you... Can you imagine 
the size of the love for this woman? 


Paul is on the verge of tears. He gets up suddenly to try to 
control his emotion. They set off again. Gurjee speaks softly. 
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- It will close soon. If you want we just go around in it? It is 
very good meditation. 


They walk around the mausoleum in silence. Paul is in his 
emotions and Gurjee, who feels it, respects that. 


The two men enter with the crowd inside the mausoleum. 
They are tight against each other to go around the tombs 
enclosed in a thick stone trellis. Paul clings to the arm of his 
guide. Like a blind man, he closes his eyes and lets himself be 
carried away. The voices of the crowd resonate under the 
domes and vaults like the waves of an ocean. Paul smiles, as 
in ecstasy, during all the circumambulation, step by step. 


* 


Alone on her straw mattress, Jeevu slept badly. She had 
nightmares. She just woke up early this morning. It is still 
dark. Jeevu wonders where she is. And when she sees the 
tiled floor again in the dark, she understands. The 
disappearance of her parents imposes herself again in her 
mind with immense pain. She sits up and moans softly, 
staring at the ceiling from her nook. She cries trying to hold 
back her complaints. 


Then her gaze fixes on the ceiling, a long moment. She lets 
herself go on the straw mattress, with a heavy heart and the 
desire to cry again, but she manages to find a little bit of 
sleep, again. 


* 


The Toyota has just left the main road to engage on a small 
road that climbs into the Aravalli mountains. Gurjee stops at 
a crossroads. A large billboard shows a sort of temple with 
inscriptions in the Indian alphabet. 


-— You see, Paul, if you want to learn Vipassana meditation, 
it’s this way. There is an ashram to learn. 


Gurjee restarts, without further explanation. 
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- Vi-pas-sanna , what’s it like meditation? 
— Vipassana is “it’s like it is”. 
Paul questions him with a bit of sarcasm in his voice. 


—It’s like it is? That’s... fatalism. It’s like it is, one can’t do 
anything, Ijust have to shoot myself. Hey, is that it? 


Gurjee shakes his head negatively. 
— Ham, no, that’s not it. It’s more complicated. 
—I’m listening to you. 


—Ham, it’s hard for me to explain. It’s... you open your 
mind to the things that are there... That’s it. 


The two men continue the journey in silence. The Toyota 
briskly climbs the winding road, lined with dense vegetation. 
Paul is pensive. He wonders how one should understand this 
famous “it’s like it is.” They arrive at the lower parking lot of 
the Galta Jee temple complex. 


Paul and Gurjee enter the complex. Paul is interested in 
this place. Gurjee explains to him that it is very old. Because 
there is a beautiful water spring, traditionally ascetics and 
gurus would settle there to live in peace. And then, temples 
were built over the centuries. It has become a place of 
worship and pilgrimage. “How fitting!” remarks Paul with a 
smile. The two men pass between decrepit temples, one of 
them invaded by monkeys, the other used for the rituals of a 
few women. Everything is dilapidated, damaged, poorly 
maintained. Which doesn’t seem to please Paul. 


— So ? Paul? You don’t like it, it seems. 


-— Compared to the splendors of Akshardham in New Delhi, 
it’s rather disappointing, isn’t it? 

— There, you see Paul, it’s a good example to do “it’s like it 
is.” 


— What do you mean? 
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-You see, the temples aren’t pretty here and you’re not 
happy. Youcan also see things differently and say it’s like it is 
and everything is fine. 


Paul answers him, ironically. 


-I don’t understand. It’s too easy: my wife and my 
daughter are dead and I say “it’s like it is!” And There you go! 


Gurjee nods Indian style. No doubt he thinks it’s more 
complicated than that. 


They arrive at the edge of a large basin, in which Indian 
women take a ritual bath. They sit a little apart with other 
men. Gurjee leans towards Paul. 


— You see, the bath is to wash away sins. 
He continues in a teasing tone. 
— You can look, it’s not sex here! 


A beautiful young woman enters the water topless and 
does her ablutions. She comes out dripping, hiding her young 
breasts with her arm. Paul finds the spectacle of great beauty, 
he is on the verge of ecstasy. Gurjee also admires all the grace 
of this scene and notices Paul’s reactions well. He leans 
towards him again. 


— You see, Paul, you have rotten temples and now you have 
pretty women in the water and it’s very beautiful and all that 
is “it’s like it is.” You take what comes. It’s like it is. You don’t 
make the difference. 


Paul nods slowly. A light of understanding emerges in 
him. 


- Okay, Gurjee. 
—Come on, let’s go up there. 


After mounting a long steep staircase, which climbs 
between the stepped pools and the rock wall, accompanied by 
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a few begging monkeys, Paul and Gurjee arrive at the parking 
lot at the top of the temple complex. 


-We can go back down to the Toyota, if you want. 
Otherwise, I suggest you do the “alone in India” experience. 
You follow the small road there and you go down to Jaipur. 
And I go around with the Toyota. What do you think? 


The idea appeals to Paul. The experience does not seem to 
him too risky. The afternoon is coming to an end, but there 
are still a few tourists and even a policeman at the entrance 
to the parking lot, with his long stick. Also, he is playful and 
begins to walk away. 


— Okay! Let’s go! Do we have a network? 
Paul looks at his smartphone. 
— We have a network. 


— Paul! On the left you see Surya Temple, temple of the sun, 
very beautiful panorama on Jaipur and the sunset! 


Paul gives him a thumbs-up sign and leaves. 


After crossing the sort of small pass through which the 
road runs, Paul descends towards Jaipur. He catches a 
glimpse of the city through gaps in the vegetation. Quickly, 
on his left he sees a sign marked in English “Surya Temple.” 
He thinks to himself that it can only be the temple of the sun 
that Gurjee told him about. He decides to go there. 


It is a very small temple, very modest. But on its large 
terrace one can admire a vast panorama of Jaipur, which 
extends to the western horizon, with the sun going down, 
orange, in the mists of the city. Paul feels so good all of a 
sudden, in this “alone in India” experience. Besides, as it’s 
getting late, there’s no one with him. He is alone and that 
suits him. This will allow him to meditate, he thinks. He 
decides to try this... Vipassana... This “it’s like it is.” Except 
that he doesn’t know how to go about it at all. So he 
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improvises. Concentrated, whispering what he thinks is the 
right formula... 


“It’s like it is... It’s like it is... It’s like itis...” 


Paul’s concentration fades almost immediately. And, 
without even realizing it, he begins to daydream. Lisa is at his 
side, silent, contemplating the panorama. Her little Léa is 
there too. She does her childhood comedy. She says she’s 
tired, hungry, thirsty, “when are we leaving?” 


Emotions are quick to appear. Paul has tears in his eyes at 
these mental evocations. He feels again this pain of absence 
and his broken heart. Meditation doesn’t work. It seems. Or 
he doesn’t know how to do it. Finally, he decides to take the 
road back to Jaipur, because the sun has set behind the 
horizon and the night is coming behind him. 


* 


Jeevu goes to the corner of the toilet, where the other two 
children wash themselves. The Indian woman pulls the child 
back and says nastily: “You don’t have time to waste my 
water, come on!” 


Jeevu insists. She has her habits. 
—Jeevu she wants her schoolbag for school. 


— School?! It’s over for you! We’re going to do something 
else with you. You'll see. 


Jeevu watches her aunt walk away. The two children walk 
past Jeevu and enter a room. A hand of Jeevu waves in front 
of her eyes. The aunt comes back to her and leads her down 
the corridor. In passing, Jeevu sees the other two children 
having their morning meal. They look at her with pity. The 
aunt brings a rag, a grayish and dirty tunic and puts it over 
Jeevu’s head. Then she gives her a sort of purse that she 
attaches to her belt. The Indian woman ruffles the hair of the 
child and pushes Jeevu in front of her, opens the door and 
puts her on the street. She then speaks to her in a stern tone. 
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-Go beg! And you will eat tonight if you have enough 
rupees. 


The door closes. Jeevu goes down three steps and starts 
walking down the alley. The neighbor is on her doorstep. She 
has seen it all. She looks on with compassion. She holds out 
her arms to her. The child will take refuge there. Jeevu starts 
moaning. 


—Jeevu does NOT want to beg! 
The neighbor even so puts a few rupees in her purse. 


— Goto Aslam. He will help you. 


* 


That morning, Paul and Gurjee decided on a short walk by the 
Man Sagar lake. It is a large lake, a little north of Jaipur, on the 
road that leads to Amber Fort. Formerly, it was a water 
reserve for the city and a place for hunting aquatic birds in 
the time of the Maharajas. Nowadays it is a vacation spot for 
migratory birds and a walk for tourists or locals. 


—Gurjee, you know yesterday, at the small temple, I tried 
the “it’s like it is” meditation, but it didn’t work. The 
memories of Lisa and Léa came back to me and I felt sad, even 
though everything was fine at that time. The setting sun and 
all the stuff. 


— How did you do the Vipassana meditation? 


—I repeated “it’s like it is,” “it’s like it is,” “it’s like it is...” Do 
you think it’s good? 


Gurjee shakes his head negatively. 


—It’s not that, no. I don’t know much about meditation. I 
did a fair bit, but a long time ago. You should see a guru for 
that. 


— Maybe yes. In any case, I can clearly see the link between 
my memories and my sadness. How to get out? 
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— You have to find someone to learn Vipassana. 
Paul nods, resigned. 
— Are we going to see the fort? 


* 


Jeevu arrives in front of Aslam’s shop. He’s a pot-bellied old 
shopkeeper who runs a big shop where everything is sold. 
Aslam kindly welcomes the child, because he knew her 
parents well and the frailties of this child. Jeevu knows it. She 
knows that Aslam is a good man. Maybe he can help her. 


— My poor Jeevu, I know about your parents. It’s sad for 
you. They are with the gods, in the sky and they are watching 
you. And they still love you, you know. 


Jeevu hugs Aslam’s big belly for a moment. 
— What are you doing in the street, dressed like that? 


- Aunty she wants Jeevu to beg. Jeevu she doesn’t want to 
beg! Jeevu she wants to go to school! 


— Did you ate? 


Jeevu shakes her head no. Aslam enters his store and 
returns with a small bottle of water and a bowl of cooked rice 
and vegetables. 


— Here, Jeevu. Sit there and eat. 


Jeevu sits down and eats quickly. She drinks from the 
bottle. Then she gets up and goes out into the street. 


—Jeevu! 
- You can come back if you're tired. 
Jeevu nods yes. 


-Come back tonight, I’ll give you some rupees for your 
aunt. 


Jeevu goes back to the street. Aslam looks at her sadly and 
shaking his head in desolation. 
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* 


Paul and Gurjee arrive at Amber Fort, which stands on the 
side of a hill, overlooking a small lake, on which a garden 
seems to float. The ascent to the fort is done on the back of an 
elephant. Paul is delighted with this mode of transport, 
which he tastes for the first time in his life. Sitting in a 
nacelle, the two men are chatting cheerfully. The elephant 
follows a long ramp bordered by walls which guide the 
animal. They finally reach the parade square and leave their 
exotic mode of transport descending on a platform. Paul 
looks around, amazed. They meet on the large square of 
military parades, from the time when the elephant was also a 
weapon of war. The place is surrounded by high walls on 
three sides, pierced by monumental gates. On the south side, 
the different components of the royal palace are staged. 


- Paul, do you want to experience “alone in India” again? 
— Well, why not. Is that where we’re going? 


- Yes. Do we say eleven o’clock in the garden on the little 
lake below? 


- Okay, let’s do it this way. See you Gurjee! 
- See you later, Paul. 


Paul walks away and turns around for a moment. He sees 
Gurjee phoning. Paul finds himself in front of a ramp anda 
parallel staircase. He hesitates to take one or the other. He 
finally chooses the ramp and finds himself in front of the 
door of a closed temple. People are waiting for the opening. 
Paul takes the opportunity to scrutinize this magnificent 
door covered with silver bas-reliefs, without understanding 
what the scenes represent. A paunchy old Indian approaches 
him kindly: “Hello! Want to know what it is?” 


— Yes I want. 
-First let me introduce myself, I’m Aryan, a retired 


philosophy professor. 
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—I’m Paul, uh, school teacher, on a sabbatical. 
The two men shake hands. 


-That represents mythical scenes of Shila Mata, the 
goddess. It is her shrine... 


Just then, a guard opens the door of the temple and the 
crowds rush in. 


—Let’s go? 
- Okay. 


The temple is a closed enclosure, partly open to the sky, 
around which several alcoves, more or less large, 
accommodate various deities. At the very back, the largest of 
the alcoves is the goddess Shila Mata’s. Paul and Aryan spend 
a few long minutes there, Aryan giving explanations, Paul 
remaining fascinated by the eyes of the goddess. A goddess 
who looks like a porcelain doll, equipped with four arms, 
with a chubby face, with large black eyes, surmounted by 
thick eyebrows, with a thin mouth and a Mona Lisa smile. 
After being ecstatic again in front of the huge statue of 
Ganesh, the elephant-headed god, sculpted in a single block 
of red coral, the two men leave the temple and continue their 
visit to the palaces. 


They are in an inner courtyard of the palace. They pass 
under a large door richly decorated with multicolored floral 
motifs and find themselves in front of a Mughal garden. They 
decide to go and sit down in the shade of a gallery. 

- So, Paul, are you visiting India alone? 


Paul, smiling and joking: “No! Iam with my guide, Gurjee. 
But sometimes he leaves me all alone so that I can 
experience... “alone in India”! 


- And why did you come to India? 
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-It’s a long story. In fact, I am making a sort of 
“pilgrimage” following the deaths of my wife and my little 
girl. 


- Sorry Paul. 
Paul sighs. 
-I would like to overcome that... But it’s very hard... 


His voice twitches . He leans forward, his face in his hands, 
suddenly overwhelmed with emotion. He sits up. 


— Excuse me Aryan. 
Aryan pats him on the shoulder. 


- It’s going to be fine, Paul. I understand this must be very 
painful for you. Do you think that India will bring you a 
solution? What is this pilgrimage in quotation marks? 


Paul pulls himself together. 
—- Well... 
He laughs. 


-I don’t want to be just a tourist! But I have no idea what 
to do. My guide tells me that I should find a guru. But where 
do you find a guru? And then, I have to learn meditation too. 
Because in my head... It’s spinning! A bit too much. 


Aryan nods. 


-— Okay I see. Would you like to learn meditation? Now? If 
you feel ready? 


-—I think so. I’m ready. Do you teach meditation? 
Aryan stands up. 


-Yes. Philosophy, comparative religions and meditation, 
all that. If you want, we’ll go down to the garden on the lake. 
It will be peaceful. There are only monkeys there. 


- Perfect timing, Ihave an appointment with Gurjee there. 
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* 


“Let’s sit there, under that tree. It’s perfect.” Aryan said . 
The two men each sit at one end of a stone curb. 


-You can cross your legs. Keep your back straight. Put 
your hands like that, yes. You can close your eyes if you want 
or keep them ajar... 


Aryan lets a few seconds pass, then, with a haunting voice, 
he continues. 


- Pay attention to your breathing. Air coming in and going 
out... 


A few seconds later again. 


-If you think of something, you slowly come back to your 
breathing, without effort, without concentration, it is 
important... 


The two men meditate. All around them is calm. The 
monkeys stand at a safe distance. Paul hears only a few 
ambient noises in the distance, the hubbub of tourists, the 
trumpets welcoming them behind the walls of the main 
square and a few birdsongs. 


Time passes. The two men meditate. 


Suddenly, Paul hears footsteps approaching. He opens his 
eyes and sees Gurjee smiling a bit too broadly. Aryan stands 
up and the two men embrace for a brief hug. 


Paul smiles and shakes his head. 
- Okay, okay, I get it. It’s a setup! Huh, Gurjee? 
He’s laughing. Aryan explains to him. 


-It’s for spontaneity. If you had been told “here is 
Professor Aryan to learn meditation,” it’s not the same! 


Paul pats the professor on the back. 
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-Thank you professor. It was a very good meditation. 
Thanks again. 


-The tradition is that one gives a gift to the guru who 
learns meditation. I suggest we invite Aryan to the 
restaurant! Gurjee says. 


* 


Jeevu arrives in front of her school. She rings. A first woman 
comes to open the door, but she struggles to recognize the 
child. 


—Jeevu doesn’t have her schoolbag,” said the child in her 
mechanical voice. 


The woman is dismayed to see the little girl in this state. 
She calls a second woman. They talk for a moment. 


— Looks like a devadasi. 
- Do you think she’s going to be devadasi? 


-We’re going to have problems with the family. She 
doesn’t even have her uniform. Poor child... 


The first woman firmly addresses Jeevu. 
-No schoolbag, no uniform! You can’t go in! Go away! 


The women close the gate. Jeevu sits against the gate and 
starts moaning loudly. Another woman opens the gate, 
shouts at her and waves her away. Jeevu leaves. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee are on the road to Jaisalmer. Paul is 
thoughtful. Gurjee questions him. 


— Did you do the meditation this morning? 


-Yes. Just a little bit. It’s not obvious. Do you do that 
anymore? 


-No. I don’t have time. It was Aryan who taught me in 
college. We’ve known each other for a long time, you know. 
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As he lives in Jaipur, you see I thought of doing the trick to 
teach you! 


- Very clever! No, but that was fine. I meditated well with 
Aryan. But this morning... 


- You know meditation takes a long time to learn and then 
there are times it’s fine, and times it’s not. But must continue. 


- Like you? 


The two men laugh softly, then remain silent for a 
moment. 


— Gurjee. I’m thinking. If I visit forts, palaces, temples, like 
that... 


— Tombs! 


—Yes! Tombs, mausoleums! All that. I mean that in two 
weeks, I’m going back to France as I came. So, for the 
pilgrimage to be a pilgrimage, could you introduce me to 
other Indians? That way I can move forward... inside... 


Gurjee immediately parks on the side of the road. An 
Indian woman immediately comes towards them, smiling. 


Gurjee is hilarious. 


-And There you go! You want Indians, here comes an 
Indian! They are Bishnois I believe. 


Gurjee starts chatting with the woman in Rajasthani. He 
turns to Paul. 


- Yes, they are Bishnois. She’s agreed to meet you. 

Paulis a bit panicked. 

— But what are the Bishnois? 

— Shepherds. They are also said to be green. Come let’s go. 


The two men get out of the Toyota and accompany the 
Bishnoi woman to an old man sitting in a tent. He stands up 
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as they approach to greet them, smiling. Gurjee chats with 
the Indians in Rajasthani. Then he turns to Paul. 


-The woman is a widow and she lives with her four 
children and her elderly father. They breed camels. She 
agrees to show you the children and the camels. Are you 
going? 


— And you? 


—Ham, I stay here with the grandpa to watch the Toyota. 
You want me to say you too are a widower? 


-— Uh, I don’t know, if you want. 


Immediately, the Bishnoi woman takes Paul’s hands in 
hers and looks at him intensely, with a tragic and 
compassionate air that impresses Paul and embarrasses him 
a little. She tells him things he doesn’t understand. He nods 
his head to thank her. The woman takes him by the arm and 
leads him on a path traced in the sand between the dunes. 


Paul turning around. 

— Gurjee! I don’t understand what she is telling me! 
Gurjee laughing. 

—It doesn’t matter, go ahead! 


* 


Paul follows the Bishnoi woman, who talks to him a lot, 
although he understands nothing. He nods, smiles shyly, as if 
he understands. 


Paul makes an attempt in English. 
-Speak English? 


The woman shakes her head negatively and seems to be 
explaining something in Rajasthani. 


Paul and the Bishnoi woman arrive at the edge of a water 
point where the children are waiting for them. The youngest, 
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about 4, is in the arms of his eldest, a young teenager. He 
squirms to join his mother. There are two other boys, about 
8-9. The mother takes the little one in her arms and gives 
explanations to her children. She speaks to the eldest, 
intimidated, who tries her very rough English with Paul. 


— You job? 


Paul makes his comedy to explain what his job is. He 
makes the children sit on the ground and manages to make 
them understand that he is a teacher by making them count 
and by miming writing on a board. The Bishnois seem 
delighted and impressed to be with a school teacher. 


Paul plays with the children to take pictures, make short 
videos, go see the camels, take pictures again. All this amuses 
the children who appreciate seeing themselves on the small 
screen. Paul feels happy to be with them. It’s been months 
since he dropped out of classroom. Admittedly, he has been 
replaced, but he finds with nostalgia contact and positive 
exchanges with children. 


After a moment, Paul returns to the mother. With a 
mischievous smile, she offers him a somewhat special 
“spectacle:” she breastfeeds both the smallest of the children 
and a kid goat. Paul lends himself to the game and pretends 
to hide his eyes while looking between his pointedly spread 
fingers, which makes everyone laugh. As the Bishnoi woman 
accepts, he takes a picture of the “spectacle” she offers him. 
Paul pulls out a few rupee notes and makes it clear by 
gestures that it’s “for children.” He is thanked. He decides to 
leave and it is the young teenager who accompanies him. He 
takes her hand and they look at each other smiling tenderly. 
Paul thinks she must miss her father. He thinks back to Léa. 
He would have liked to see her as a teenager, grow up, go to 
the adult world. But fate decided otherwise... 


* 
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Jeevu arrives at his aunt’s house. As the money she gives her 
is insufficient, the aunt gets angry and hits her. Jeevu 
screams and rushes out to the street. She wanders off again. 
Jeevu finds a large black bag abandoned on the street. She 
pulls it with her and puts plastic bottles, bottle caps, pebbles, 
bits of wood in it... 


Jeevu arrives at a small square where there is a fountain 
and a few women waiting to get water. The place is peaceful, 
Jeevu likes it. She finds herself a somewhat dark corner next 
to the fountain and she sits down against the wall. The 
women talk to each other, challenge Jeevu, who does not 
answer them and who begins to wave her fingers in front of 
her gaze while humming. When a woman insists on talking 
to her, Jeevu places an outstretched finger horizontally in 
front of her eyes to exactly hide the woman’s eyes. Jeevu still 
does not respond. Another woman says, with explicit 
gestures, to leave her alone, because this child is crazy. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee arrive in Jaisalmer. At the end of the 
afternoon, the ramparts of the fort are lit by the rays of the 
setting sun, which give them the appearance of coral. The 
fort is particularly imposing, erected on a high and vast 
plateau which dominates the city. The alignment of its 
towers, implanted on the eroded slopes of the promontory, 
gives the impression of teeth emerging from pink gums. 


After crossing a market square at the entrance to the fort, 
Paul and Gurjee climb a ramp lined with high walls that leads 
to the palaces. Gurjee stops Paul for a moment to explain 
something to him, smiling too broadly. 


-You see, with the elephant, it is the Ganesh’s gate. 
Ganesh is the god of success. You can make a wish to Ganesh 
while passing under the gate and maybe it will work! Paul is 
defiant. 


— Do you believe in it? 
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Gurjee laughing. 

-No! 

— Wait a second, I’m concentrating... 

Paul feigns concentration, eyes closed... Paul thinks of Lisa 
and Léa about to leave him that fateful morning. We always 
say to ourselves, after the fact, “if only I could have held them 
back a few more moments.” Lisa hugs him and lays her head 
on his chest. Léa hugs her waist. Paul pats the back of his wife 
and daughter. He looks particularly happy. How he would 
like to see them again... He opens his eyes. 

- Alright, let’s go! 

Paul and Gurjee pass under Ganesh gate and up the ramp. 

-— So what was the wish? 

~ Like you don’t believe it, I won't say anything. Nah! 


Gurjee smiled teasingly at Paul. They engage in one of the 
narrow alleys of the ancient city which encloses the high 
palaces. 


* 


Jeevu finishes aligning her objects. Then she sits on the floor, 
on her black bag and plays with her hands in front of her 
eyes, humming. 


+ 
Paul and Gurjee come out of their tour of the fort. Paul seems 


delighted with his discovery of Indian palaces. They wander 
down a narrow street in old Jaisalmer. 


— Where do we eat then? 


— He’s a cousin of mine, Suri and his wife Tanisha. They’re 
young, they have a baby, you'll see. They are happy that I 
bring a Frenchman. 
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Young boys insistently demand rupees from Paul. Gurjee 
eventually raises his voice in Rajasthani to chase them away. 


They arrive at a small square with a small fountain where 
three Indian women take water from their jerry cans. Gurjee 
takes the lead as they are about to arrive at the cousin’s 
house. Paul follows and suddenly turns to his right. He 
distinguishes in a somewhat dark corner, near the fountain, 
rows of objects. Paul bends down, hands on his knees and his 
gaze goes up to the little feet of a little girl sitting cross- 
legged. Paul speaks very softly to the child. 


— Hello! How beautiful what you did there! 


Jeevu looks at Paul. Paul’s smile is so sweet and there is so 
much love in Paul’s eyes that Jeevu is not afraid of him and 
does not raise her index finger to hide him. She looks at him 
intently. The white man smiles at her again and whispers 
“Hello,” again. 


One of the Indian women waiting at the fountain speaks 
to Paul in Rajasthani. Paul turns his head towards her. The 
woman signals to him that the child is crazy. Paul looks at the 
girl again, smiling softly at her. Gurjee challenges him. 


— Paul! You come? It’s here. 


Paul sits up and leaves the child with regret. He feels ina 
strange state. The misery of this child, but also her gestures 
and her gaze, so intense, upset him. The alignments of 
objects, in front of her, he understands, he knows, he, the 
handicapped childhood professional, what that means. He 
understood and it disturbs him even more. He feels in a 
trance, as if the world around him is walking in slow motion. 
He approaches Gurjee. 


— How are you, Paul? 
- Yeah, yeah, it’s fine. 
Suri is on his doorstep and greets Paul and Gurjee. They 


enter the house and Tanisha is introduced to the two men. 
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Both are in their twenties. Tanisha holds a beautiful baby girl 
in her arms. Her name is Jaya. They are shown around the 
small house, sober and clean, and the backyard where 
Tanisha finishes preparing the meal. They go to see the 
beautiful baby in her crib. Arrives Aslam, the old merchant of 
the district, who warmly greets Paul. Everyone sits around a 
folding table and begins to eat. 


Paul, Gurjee, Aslam, Suri and Tanisha are seated in the 
backyard eating. Indians speak in Rajasthani. Paul addresses 
Aslam in French. 


— Where did you learn to speak French so well, Aslam? 


-I spent my childhood in Pondicherry, where French is 
still spoken a little. That’s why it makes me happy to talk to 
you. 


—- And what are you selling? 


- Fabrics, clothes and many other things! 


* 


Jeevu enters Suri and Tanisha’s house. She hears the sound of 
voices, so she walks slowly and arrives at the entrance to the 
small backyard. All the faces of the adults turn to her. 


Paul recognizes her immediately. It’s the little girl with the 
intense gaze he met near the fountain. She is dressed in a 
filthy brown dress and, over it, a gray, stained tunic, a little 
too big, which goes down almost to her knees. His bare ankles 
and feet are dusty. Now that Paul sees her better in the 
fluorescent tube lighting, he finds her thin and dirty. Her 
hair, tied in long braids, seems oddly crimped and coated 
with a kind of yellow clay, forming a misshapen helmet 
around her head. She has a face with a dull and fair 
complexion, with fine and delicate features, a small nose and 
a small mouth, and always those large, deep, black eyes, 
shining, like two stars open to infinity. 
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Jeevu stares at Paul for a moment, then her gaze shifts 
upwards, her left hand twirling one of those ugly yellow 
locks, her right hand beating in some kind of rapid beat. Paul 
feels deep within him all the distress of this child, her 
loneliness and this carapace of gestures, of selective 
attention, which she uses to try to protect herself. 


Tanisha calls out the child by her nickname, Jeevu. She 
approaches. Tanisha goes to her with a bottle of water and 
lets water run over the child’s hands for her to wash. Then, 
the child will sit on a cushion, against a wall. Tanisha brings 
her a large plate with food, a glass of water and the bottle. 
The child begins to eat, not without glancing at the adults, 
especially at Paul. He asks Aslam. 


— Who is this child? 


—She’s a poor child. Her name is Jeevana, but we call her 
Jeevu. She is an orphan and begs on the street. 


— And her family? 


— She lives with her aunt, on her mother’s side. But she is 
mistreated there. She doesn’t always have enough to eat, so, 
you see, she comes here in the evening and at noon I feed her. 
Besides, the problem is that she’s a little crazy. 


— What do you mean? 


—At times she behaves strangely and she doesn’t talk 
much to people. 


Paul shakes his head slowly and looks again at the child 
who eats dutifully while looking at him. With her left hand, 
index finger held horizontally, she hides Paul’s eyes. Paul 
smiled at her. 


— There, you see, she does like that and other even stranger 
things. 


- She’s autistic. Do you know autism? 


—I heard about it. Is it serious as a disease? 
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~ It’s not a disease, it’s a disability. It cannot be “cured.” It’s 
for life. But there are special needs for education. Was she 
going to school? 


— Yes! In her parents’ time she was like other children. 
- Do you think she can read-write-count? 

-Ithink so. 

- And her parents, are they dead for long? 


-It’s been... A little over 6 months. April, I believe. A tragic 
road accident. 


Paul suddenly feels disturbed. 


-In April, I lost my wife and my little daughter in a 
“tragic” road accident. 


Aslam puts his hand on Paul’s arm. 
— Ah! What a drama! I’m so sorry for you Paul. 
- Thank you, Aslam... 


Paul turns away from Aslam to control his emotions. He 
turns to Jeevu who has finished eating. The child stands up 
and Tanisha comes back to her with another bottle of water 
to rinse her hands. Then, Jeevu goes to see Jaya, the baby, in 
her crib. Paul turns to Aslam, intrigued. 

- April you said? 

- Yes I think so. 

- Do you know what day exactly? 


Aslam talks to Suri in Rajasthani and Suri leaves to get 
something. 


-Suri has a newspaper clipping from the accident. He 
went to find it. 


Suri comes back and gives the clipping to Paul. The 
newspaper is printed in the Indian alphabet. Paul gives the 
clipping to Gurjee. 
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— Can you spot the day and time in this paper? 

Gurjee scrutinizes the paper for afew moments. 

-Itis, they say, April 11th. 

Paul suddenly has bright eyes. 

— And there is time? 

~It’s... Ah, there! 11:45 a.m. They say something like that. 


Paul takes out his smartphone to check the time difference 
between India and France in summer time. Three hours and 
half. Paul places the smartphone on the table and leans 
forward with his face in his hands. He is upset. 


— How are you, Paul? 
Paul sits up and stares straight ahead, into space. 


-You said around 11:45. If we say 11:42 a.m. Jeevu’s 
parents died on the exact same day and the same hour, the 
same minute, maybe the same second as Lisa and Léa in 
France. What do you say to that Gurjee?! 


Paul turns to Gurjee and laughs nervously, on the verge of 
tears. 


- That’s crazy! 


Aslam interrogates Gurjee in the Indian language to be 
sure that he understood correctly. Then all the Indians start 
talking to each other about this extraordinary coincidence. 
Paul has gone elsewhere, staring into space. He remembers. 
He’s at the hospital. There is the doctor who announces the 
deaths to him and there are the two corpses, under their 
white sheets. Lisa, with all her bandages around her head, 
half-hiding her face. And then Léa, as if asleep... Suddenly, 
someone pulls a piece of her shirt. It’s the little Indian. It’s 
Jeevu. 


—Aatmik Pita?! Aatmik Pita?! Aatmik Pita?! 
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Paul looks at her. He does not understand. The child 
continues to pull and shake his shirt tail, apparently asking a 
question: “Aatmik Pita?” Paul spreads his forearms 
questioningly toward Aslam. 


—Jeevu always says that she dreams of a white man 
coming to get her. This is her Aatmik Pita , her spirit father. 


Suddenly, Paul remembers... 


-The first night, after the accident, I had a kind of 
“contact.” I saw a little girl, it was blurry, she was in great 
distress. I thought it might be Léa, my daughter. So, I sent... 
like a telepathic message to this child, to console her, to 
reassure her. And the child calmed down and she 
disappeared. 


Aslam translates for Suri and Tanisha and the Indians 
begin to discuss again what is for them a spiritual evidence. 
Jeevu returns to the attack “Aatmik Pita?” visibly waiting for 
an answer from Paul. 


So Paul turns to her and just opens his arm. Immediately 
the child comes to stick against him, all trembling. Paul 
closes his arm around this trembling little body and begins to 
cry silently, his head bowed to Jeevu. The Indians begin to 
speak softly... 


After a while Aslam turns to Paul and Jeevu, cheerful. 
— Well! Paul! Looks like Jeevu has found her Aatmik Pita! 


Paul sits up, grimacing a smile and starting to laugh 
nervously, between laughter and tears. 


—Sorry! I am sorry! It’s so strong... You’re right, Aslam, I 
also think we found each other. There, in India, chance or 
something else. I don’t know... 


Paul gently pulls the child’s body away from him. He talks 
to her softly. 


—Jeevu, Jeevu. Looked! It’s my phone. Phone. 
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The little one repeats immediately. 
- Phone, phone, phone... 


Paul opens the graphic game “Monument Valley” to her 
and shows Jeevu how it works. A little girl who is made to 
move in a delicate three-dimensional architecture. Jeevu 
picks up the phone and starts playing skillfully. Paul asks 
Aslam. 


— She must be about 8? 
— Yes, Ithink so. 
— Could I have some paper and a pen? 


Aslam asks Suri. Tanisha brings back a blank sheet and a 
pen. Jeevu finishes the game quickly and she wants to go to 
the next level right away. Paul places the white sheet on the 
smartphone which he quickly steals. The child, a little 
frustrated, flaps her forearms, displeased. Paul shakes his 
head with wide eyes. 


- Tooh! Tooh! Tooh! Tooh! Looked! The sheet and the pen! 
Pen! 


— Pen! Pen! Pen! ... 


— Gurjee, you can ask her to write her name or other thing. 
Aatmik Pita , if she can write it. 


Gurjee talks to Jeevu who complies, writing lots of words 
in the Indian alphabet. 


— What is she writing? 


—Jeevana. Chandwali. That’s her name it seems. Aatmik 
Pita . Jeevu leaving with Aatmik Pita. 


Paul starts laughing. 
— Well, she’s wasting no time. Tell her to write numbers. 
Jeevu writes Arabic numerals, from 0 to 9. 


— Wait, Jeevu. Look, look... 
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— Look. Look. Look... 


Paul poses her a little addition and gives her the pen back. 
The child writes down the correct answer very quickly. Paul 
then poses her a subtraction which the child solves just as 
easily and accurately. 


- That’s good, very good Jeevu. 
Then he addresses Gurjee. 


— Gurjee can you ask her to explain to you why she calls me 
Aatmik Pita ? 


When Gurjee starts talking to Jeevu, Paul pulls the child 
away from his body and turns her towards Gurjee. Jeevu 
speaks at length, with small nervous gestures and a 
somewhat mechanical voice. Then, Gurjee translates. 


— She says, when mom and dad are dead, at night she sees a 
white man, very nice. He tells her he will come and get her. 
It’s the dad in her head. That’s why she says Aatmik Pita. 


Paul turns to Aslam. 


- What do you think, Aslam? There are like “signs” of fate. 
The two accidents at the same time, this kind of telepathic 
“contact” that we had during the night that followed. It’s 
strange ! 


~It’s very strange Paul... 


The Indians started chatting passionately about the 
oddities between Paul and Jeevu. Suddenly, Aslam leans 
towards Paul. 


- Paul. I have to tell you something important... This child 
has to become a devadasi. 


— What’s that? 


-She’s going to be dedicated to a goddess and her life 
won't be very good for her, you know. 


Paul opens his smartphone. 
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— De-va-da-si, you say? 
— Yes that’s it. Devadasi. 


Paul reads the Wikipedia page for “devadasi.” Jeevu 
continues her conversation with Gurjee. Paul frowns, he is 
dismayed by what he reads. Jeevu goes back to baby Jaya who 
started whining. Tanisha joins her and takes the baby in her 
arms. 


Paul opens his photo app and gestures to Tanisha if she’s 
okay to take her baby’s picture. So he also takes pictures of 
Tanisha and the baby, of Suri, Tanisha and their baby, and of 
Aslam and Jeevu. Especially from Jeevu. He wants to 
immortalize images of Jeevu in her miserable state, because 
other ideas are starting to come to him... He questions his 
guide. 

— Gurjee! What’s the surprise for this weekend? 

-— A surprise! 

— No, but, are we busy? Is there anything planned? 

— Yes Paul, all weekend. 


-Okay. Would you mind explaining to Jeevu that I’m 
coming back to see her in three days? 


* 
Paul and Gurjee are seated in a small street, to have a last 
drink before returning to their rooms at the hotel. 


-—Gurjee! What happened to Jeevu and Paul? So many 
coincidences, so many chances! Too many chances and it is 
no longer chance! 


—I don’t know what to think, Paul. 


- During the first months of my mourning, I kept asking 
myself this question: why love beings who can disappear 
overnight? 
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-—I think love is stronger than death. Look, I think you love 
Jeevu, but Jeevu she can disappear. Maybe not dead, but you 
don’t find her anymore. India is very big. But you love Jeevu! 
Love is the strongest! 


- Should I do something to help Jeevu? Stay in India for a 
few months? I don’t know... 


The two men, silent, watch starving dogs wander in 
search for food. 


— You know Paul, there are millions of Jeevu in India. Jeevu 
is one in millions. 


-And what about Devadasi, Gurjee? Did you know it 
existed in India? Holy prostitution with teenagers! exclaims 
Paul, vindictively. 


-Yes. Everyone knows, but we don’t talk too much... 
Gurjee says, embarrassed. 


Paul starts laughing. 
- Yes! Youre going to tell me “it’s like it is!” 


~It’s like it is doesn’t mean we shouldn’t help Jeevu, Gurjee 
replies, imperturbable. I am sure, Paul, that now you are 
doing the meditation, you are going to tell me what it means, 
REALLY, “it’s like it is.” 


Paul thought for a moment as he looked at the stray dogs. 
Then he replies to his guide. 


—Ithink that means we have to think. 


- That’s it Paul. If you do the meditation before the action, 
then you can do the right action. How do you see to help 
Jeevu? 


—We change the “pilgrimage.” We stay in Jaisalmer. You 
help me with the translation, when it doesn’t speak English. 
And you come up with great ideas! 


Paul starts laughing. 
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- And the surprise of the weekend? You don’t? 
— So? I’m listening to you? 
- Tomorrow, Saturday, Sunday, until Monday morning it’s 


safari in the Thar desert. There are plenty of things to see and 
experience. You are on a camel to travel. 


— Ah! Ah! A camel safari! Yeah, interesting. 


~It’s a very small group of tourists and the real surprise is 
that Gurjee is not there! You are with another guide for the 
safari. Gurjee he is going to see his wife and children! 


Paul adopts an artificial plaintive tone. 
— Gurjee! Are you abandoning me?! 
Then he laughs. 


-In any case, I think I know now why I am in India and 
how I will leave... 


* 


Paul is in his room, at the hotel, in front of the laptop screen. 
He sends an email to Aryan to tell him about his meeting 
with Jeevu, what he felt about it and his desire to do 
something for this child. He asks him for advice. 


Then Paul goes on the internet and finds information 
about devadasi. He shakes his head, appalled. 


Paul also takes a look at the adoption rules in India. He 
shakes his head again, more appalled. 


Finally Paul looks at how things are going for mentally 
handicapped children in India. He sighs and shakes his head 
negatively. Things seem to be going very badly. 


* 


Gurjee introduces Paul to Vikram, the guide for the safari, a 
man in his thirties, who seems likeable. Vikram tells Paul he 
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can join the group of waiting tourists. Gurjee and Paul say 
goodbye. Gurjee smiled at him, mischievously. 


— Well, Paul! Alone in India?! 
— Oh, not quite! See you Monday then, at the hotel?! 
- Okay! Have a great safari! And think well for Jeevu! 


The two men give each other a final embrace and separate. 
Paul goes to the tour group. They are five. An English couple, 
Bryan and Rachel, a Dutch lesbian couple, Julia and Sigrid, 
and Amina, a young Tunisian, alone. They are all much 
younger than Paul, in their twenties. 


- Hello everybody! I am Paul. Does anyone speak French? 
Amina, smiling. 
— Yes! Me! 


Paul shakes hands with everyone. They make 
introductions. 


* 


The group and their guide are in a sort of big convertible 
Indian Tata Jeep. The two Dutch are seated in the third row in 
the back. The English couple and Amina are seated in the 
second row in the back. Paul is seated in front, with Vikram 
driving. He turns to Amina. 


- Tunisian? 
— Cheer! How did you guess? 


Paul turns his hand beside his head with a look of mystery. 
Amina smiled at him, amused. The Tata vehicle quickly 
leaves the city towards the south. He drives on a road that 
crosses the Thar desert. A semi-desert, which takes 
advantage of the annual monsoons to maintain low and 
scattered vegetation. One crosses falsely green plains, 
sprinkled with hamlets, where one mainly breeds camels or 
goats, and crafts, between strips of more arid dunes. Tourists 
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chat happily among themselves. Soon, the Tata leaves the 
main road and engages on a small secondary road. 


* 


The Tata stops near an oasis and the group gets out of the 
vehicle. Vikram addresses the group. 


-— Was it OK for the trip? 
The whole group nods, looking at each other. 


— Here, there is water and there are three sadhus who live. 
They are ok with seeing tourists. You can ask questions. Here 
is! Okay with you? 


The group looks at each other and nods again. Bryan 
confirms. 


~ It’s okay Vikram, we can go. 


The group arrives at the edge of a basin bordered by rocks, 
where the three sadhus are. The ascetics are practically 
naked, with just a loincloth. Cross-legged. They are skinny, 
brown skinned and dusty. They wear beards and mustaches, 
white and bushy. They wear wooden bead necklaces. The 
forehead painted white or bright yellow, with a wide vertical 
red bar in the center. The faces are emaciated, very sunburnt 
and ageless. The hair is very long and distinguishes them by 
the hairstyle. There is one that looks like the monkey god 
Hanuman with long braids forming a turban around his 
head. There is one that looks like a lion with curly, flyaway 
locks around his head. And there is the “professor,” with his 
intellectual air and his sleek hair falling over his shoulders. 
The eyes and looks of the three sadhus are impressive. 


Sadhu-Lion begins to speak, in the Indian language. 
Vikram is at the translation. 


— He wants to know why you came to India. 


The group looks at each other and says “Tourist” in 
English, except for Paul. Everyone looks at Paul smiling. The 
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three sadhus also stare intently at Paul, waiting for him to 
speak. Amina nudges him. 

— Over to you, Paul! 

Paul is embarrassed. He is not a tourist. 

- Ham, pilgrimage. I am making a pilgrimage to India. 

Vikram translates for the three sadhus. 

Sadhu-Hanuman in turn speaks in the Indian language. 


- He says to choose one of the three and you will have the 
answer to your questions. 


Paul feels more and more embarrassed. He couldn’t say 
“Tourist” like the others and now he has to choose a sadhu, 
quickly, so as not to monopolize all the attention. Paul bows 
in front of the Sadhu-Professor, the one who scares him the 
least. 


— Well done Paul! He’s the only one who can speak English. 


The Sadhu-Professor stands up. Paul does the same and 
follows him. They skirt the rocks and find themselves at the 
edge of another basin. The Sadhu-Professor adopts a 
peremptory tone. 


— Sit down! 


The two men sit facing each other on a stone. The Sadhu- 
Professor scrutinizes Paul for a moment. 


- You lost someone. 
- Yes. My wife and my child. 
— How did you react? 


- First of all, I didn’t want to see anyone anymore. Then I 
came to India to... 


— Do you meditate? 


— A little, since I am in India. 
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- Your question? 


-Ham... I met a little Indian girl, 8 years old. Orphan, 
beggar and she will become devadasi... 


— Why devadasi? 

— Maybe because she’s also autistic. You know? 
- Your question? 

— There are signs... 

— What signs? 


- She lost her parents the same day and the same time that 
I lost my wife and my daughter. She dreams of an “Aatmik 
Pita” coming to get her and she says I am her Aatmik Pita. I 
work in France with autistic children. So I can help her. Are 
these signs? Should I help her? Adopt her, all that? 


The SAdhu-Professor seems to reflect for a moment. 
— What’s her name? 
—Jeevana. 


-It means life. There are a lot of big signs that say you 
have to help this child. Become her father! 


— And for the devadasi? 


— Marry the goddess and Jeevana. Give all the rupees you 
need. Then you control the fate of the girl. Are you rich? 


Paul nods his head. The sadhu gazes at Paul for a moment 
longer. 


- At first you said you didn’t want to see anyone anymore. 
That’s it? 


Paul nods his head. 
- Why? 


— Why love beings who can disappear overnight? 
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- Love is an illusion. Beings are an illusion. The world is an 
illusion! Jeevana is an illusion. The signs are an illusion. You 
must give up and join solitude! It’s finish! Any other 
questions would be futile. 


Then he adds sarcastically. 
— Let’s go see the tourists! 


The Sadhu-Professor gets up and leaves, without waiting 
for Paul who follows him, stunned by this reversal. 


* 


The group returns to the Tata. On the way, Amina sees Paul’s 
annoyance and takes his hand. Paul does not refuse this hand 
and throws a sad little smile at the young woman. They say 
nothing to each other, this is not the time. The Tata starts. 


* 


The Tata arrives in a village where their camels are waiting 
for them. Paul seems to have recovered from his upset. The 
group manages to climb on the camels, with lots of laughter, 
and they begin their journey in the desert. Paul and Amina 
manage to move forward and thus be able to discuss. 


— Are you better, Paul? 
- Fine. 
— Was it the sadhu? 


-Yes, what he told me. But it is also in relation to my 
experiences in recent months, in recent days... 


-If you want to talk about it, like that, I’m in! 


— Well, listen, why not. If you are interested. I like to talk 
about it, because it’s painful, complicated and the opinions of 
one or the other help me. Let’s go? 


—Let’s go! 
-In April this year, I lost my wife and my little daughter... 
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And Paul tells her his whole story. 

—... So, here it is, between becoming an ascetic or saving 
Jeevu from the hands of the devadasi and adopting her... 

Paul starts laughing. 

-—I don’t know what to do! 

- Do you have a religion? Do you believe in something? 

—No, not at all. 

— Yet the signs. 


-Yes, the signs. Signs, coincidences, illusions perhaps. I 
believe in it, it’s irrational, but I believe in it probably because 
of emotions. I think everyone “believes in love” because of 
emotions. 


- You're right, I think. That’s what I experienced too. 
-— A thwarted love story? 


- Yes, so, not much next to what you have experienced 
yourself. 


-—I need another sign to decide. Without this sign and if I 
cannot easily find Jeevu in Jaisalmer, I return to France and... 
Basta! 


— Poor kid! 


Paul and Amina get to know each other and continue their 
conversation, without failing to admire the landscapes of the 
Thar desert, to the rhythm of the swings of their camels. 
Little by little, the smiles, the looks, the laughter, show that 
the current passes well between them two. 


* 


The group, joined by other Indian employees of the safari, 
stops for the night in the middle of the dunes. Luggage are 
unloaded. Camp beds are set up. Vikram gathers the group to 
talk to the tourists. 


44 


DEVADASI CHILD 


- Well, the sun is going to set soon. You can go higher on 
the dunes to admire the spectacle. Here we will prepare the 
meal. Shall we eat around 6 p.m.? You will see the smoke. 
Impossible to get lost. Okay? 


The tourists separate by couple, on their own. Paul and 
Amina climb a dune and sit in the sand, side by side. Their 
conversations, throughout the afternoon, have brought them 
closer and the romanticism of a sunset in the middle of the 
desert inspires them with tenderness to go closer to each 
other. The dunes are tinged with shadows in a multitude of 
arabesques. The sun is getting closer and closer to the 
horizon. The sun ends up marrying the horizon and slipping 
limply behind. The beauty of the world is undoubtedly the 
best inspiration for love. Paul and Amina hug each other 
tighter and kiss. Then they return to the bivouac. Smoke rises 
in the clear sky. 


* 


Paul and Amina are in their camp bed. The cots are side by 
side. They brought them close to touch, in this way, both 
lying on their backs, they are holding hands. 


—On summer nights, my little Léa loved being in my arms 
and looking at the stars. I’m sure it will be the same for Jeevu. 


-Except that for the moment you only have your little 
Amina! 


They both laugh. They stand sideways, face to face. Paul 
gently caresses Amina’s face. She takes his hand and gives 
him a kiss. She closes her eyes. Paul soon falls asleep, too. 


* 


The sun is high in the sky. The group descends a field of 
dunes and ends up in a plain with bushy vegetation. 
Suddenly children appear shouting and laughing, very happy 
to see tourists arriving. One gets off camels to accompany 
them and take pictures. Vikram informs the group. 
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- We arrive in a small village, it’s Telipura. 


Paul and Amina are happy with the warm welcome of the 
children. There are girls and boys of all ages. Tourists 
approach the center of the hamlet, made up of wooden 
shacks and sheet metal. There is an unfinished cinder block 
building and a tower with a water tank. Everything looks 
very poor. Yet the children seem clean and healthy. 


Suddenly, in the center of the hamlet, Paul sees a little girl 
jumping on the spot, flapping her forearms. Paul approaches 
her slowly, intrigued. Eventually the child notices him and 
she stops. Paul comes closer. He ends up recognizing Jeevu 
and she ends up recognizing her Aatmik Pita. Paul leans open 
arms and Jeevu runs to throw herself into these welcoming 
arms and stick against Paul’s belly. Paul sits up and looks 
around. 


— Amina! Vikram! Come! 


Paul laughs nervously, so extraordinary is this third 
encounter with Jeevu. Vikram questions him. 


— What’s going on, Paul? 
~Is that the little girl you told me about? Amina asks. 


- Vikram, you have to believe me! I saw this little girl in 
Jaisalmer begging on the street on Friday night. And today, 
Sunday, she is here, in Telipura! This is the sign I was waiting 
for! 


— You know her ? 


-Yes. Look Vikram, I don’t have time to explain to you 
now. Could you ask for some adults to come over and talk. 
Can you translate for me? It is very important for the future 
of this child. 


Vikram talks to the tallest teenage girl. The other children 
are crowded around Jeevu and Paul, they don’t seem so 
surprised. An old man and a young woman arrive. Vikram 
does the translation. 
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- The old man says he is the grandfather and the woman is 
Jeevu’s aunt. He wants to know what’s going on. 


- Tell them that I am the Aatmik Pita of Jeevu. I want to 
know what she’s doing in the desert. 


Vikram translates again. 


- They say Jeevu is going to doa puja on Friday. That’s why 
she’s here. 


Paul nods, a little as if approving. 


- Tell them I know about the Devadasi wedding. Tell them 
I’m not against devadasi. But that I want to be the groom, 
with the goddess and Jeevu. 


The grandfather and the aunt seem embarrassed and talk 
to each other for a moment. Worried, Paul questions Vikram. 


—- What do they say? 


- There is another groom and they are afraid that you will 
report them to the police. 


-Tell them, NO police. It is a sadhu who told me that I 
must be the groom. I will give more rupees. 


Vikram does the translation. It is the grandfather who 
answers. 


- The grandfather says you have to talk to Sajiv. He gives 
you his phone number. He is Jeevu’s uncle and he takes care 
of the devadasi. 


Paul takes note of the number on his smartphone. He 
thanks the grandfather and the aunt. 


-Go Vikram. Last mission, take this child away from me. 
Tell her I have to leave and I'll come back for her. 


After Vikram does the translation, the young aunt gently 
intervenes to pull Jeevu away from Paul’s womb. With the 
old man they move away towards a shack. 
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- Thank you Vikram! Your help has been invaluable. 
- You're welcome. But you'll have to explain to me, Paul! 


While they join the group, which is under a sheet metal 
pergola for lunch in the shade, Amina clings to Paul’s arm. 
She looks at him. 


—- What a strange child! 


* 


Paul is standing on his camel, arm stretched as high as 
possible, holding his smartphone in the air to send his 
message to Gurjee. Suddenly, he exclaims, victorious. 


— Yeah! 
— Gone? 


Paul brings the phone back to him and nods affirmatively, 
smiling at Amina 


* 
The group is in a tent camp for tourists. They are gathered 
around Vikram for the distribution of tents. 


— Well! Where do you want to sleep? This is to know how 
many tents will be used. Ham, Bryan and Rachel? 


— Number 12! Bryan said. 

— Julia? Sigrid? 

Julia looks at Sigrid who nods affirmatively. 
— The... 7? Julia said. 

- Paul? 


Paul prolongs the suspense, casting a mischievous look on 
Amina. Bryan teases them, smirking. 


— Ah! Ah! 


- Ham, I don’t really know... Number 3? For two people? 
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Amina, visibly relieved, goes to snuggle up against Paul, 
while the whole group shouts mocking ”hoo-hoo!” 


* 


Paul and Amina are in the tent they have chosen. They enter 
the bathroom part and look at themselves together in the 
large mirror. Paul hugs Amina and gives her a kiss on the 
neck. Amina smiled at him in the mirror. Amina is suddenly 
serious. 


—I would like... to feel free... I mean that we don’t have to 
do the thing... 


Paul is teasing. 
— The thing? Which thing? 
—Come on, you got it! 


Paul turns Amina around by the shoulders, so that they 
are face to face. 


— We are riding the same wave. No problem, Amina. You 
know, the last time I did the “thing” was on the last morning. 
An hour later she left this world, taking with her my child. 
And I was changing universe. 


Amina caresses Paul’s face, his eyes shining with unshed 
tears. 
— Oh, Paul... My Paul... I’m so sorry. 


Paul hugs Amina tighter and buries his face in her long 
brown hair. 


* 


Night has fallen. The group, under a large refectory canvas, 
lit by torches, is eating, in a joyful atmosphere. Paul and 
Amina exchange tender looks and smiles. 


* 
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The tourists are seated in the sand, in front of a concrete 
stage, where a little dancer girl of Jeevu’s age performs, 
accompanied by a few musicians. She is dancing admirably, 
with great grace, but one can see the fatigue on her face. Paul 
looks at her sympathetically. He sees Jeevu in the place of the 
little dancer girl and wonders anxiously what becomes of the 
little Indian girl. 


* 


Paul and Amina are in the same bed. They are hugging, 
tenderly hugging each other and kissing. In the dark, they 
look into each other’s eyes and caress their faces. Then, they 
separate and each turn on their side to sleep. 


* 


The sun is already high on the tent camp. They have to leave 
already. Paul and Amina play latecomers. They run towards 
the Tata, while the others give them a few pleasant jokes, 
laughing. They climb into the vehicle which starts 
immediately and engages on atrack. 


* 


The Tata is driving at good speed towards Jaisalmer. In the 
vehicle the group is in exactly the same places. Paul and 
Amina are one behind the other. Amina embraces Paul with 
her arms. He holds the Amina’s arms, who leans her head on 
the backrest, a little sad. 


* 


Paul and Amina are in each other’s arms, eye to eye. Behind 
them, a minibus with the rest of the group awaits them. They 
have made their choice. They didn’t really talk about it. There 
are times when words cannot express the things of love. 
Amina asks Paul, imploringly. 


— So, Paul, are we breaking up? That’s it? 


— Did you have a sign for us to stay together? 
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- No. And you? 
— No dreams? 
— No, I don’t remember a dream. I slept well last night! 


-I know, I was listening to your breathing. Me, I slept 
little. Lots of thoughts... 


— No dreams either? 


- Yes, but I don’t remember very well. There was Jeevu in 
this dream, but not Amina, sorry. Should we force fate? 


Amina responds with pain. 
—No, Paul. We must not do that. 


Paul has made his choice. It is obvious to him. His priority 
now is Jeevu. Amina... their meeting... will remain a good 
memory, nothing more. However, Paul does not like to feel 
this suffering in the young woman. He awkwardly tries to 
relieve her, pathetic. 


— We have our numbers, our emails. We keep in touch? 


Amina nods affirmatively, tears in her eyes. She separates 
from Paul. He doesn’t hold her back. Julia gets out of the 
minibus and takes Amina in her arms for a moment, then 
helps her getting into the vehicle. One waves goodbye to Paul 
through the windows. The minibus starts and sinks slowly 
into the city traffic. Paul watches it go, eyes shining. 


* 


Paul is in his room. He’s on his laptop. Someone’s knocking at 
the door. It’s Gurjee, smiling. The two men hug each other. 
Paul invites Gurjee to come in. They sit in armchairs. 


-—I just emailed Aryan for advice. So? Gurjee? Did you get 
my message? 


- Yes, Paul. So I got Sajiv on the phone. He’s Jeevu’s uncle, 
right? 
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- Yes. On the maternal side. In Telipura, in the middle of 
the desert, I saw the grandfather and a young aunt. A young 
woman, say 18-19, who made a good impression on me. So 
what happened with this Sajiv? 


-— He agrees that you should be the groom. I don’t think 
Jeevu really cares. It’s the rupees that matter to him. But 
what is this marriage? 


—It’s the devadasi! 


Paul counts on his fingers: “A marriage of three: the 
goddess plus Jeevu plus Paul. In fact, there are two 
ceremonies. When the girl is small, like Jeevu, the groom 
pledges to give rupees and things stop there. But later, when 
the girl is pubescent, she is 12-13, there is a second, more 
discreet ceremony, and the groom can sleep with the girl. In 
fact, with the goddess Yellamma through the girl. There, you 
know everything. 


Gurjee is appalled. 
— Wow! But you, what do you want to do? 


— Me, what I want is to speak the language of the “Sajiv,” do 
not oppose the devadasi and then to be able to negotiate 
something humane for Jeevu. Find her a good orphanage, put 
her back in school, etc. Okay? A kind of “modern” devadasi! 


Gurjee nods Indian style. 
— Can’t we call the police? 
Paul shakes his head, sorry. 


-In the middle of the Thar desert you will find a police 
station, you! If we do that, we risk seeing Jeevu disappears 
definitively. 


Gurjee shakes his head, annoyed. 


-Okay. Sajiv told me it’s a certain Ahmid, the future 
groom. I believe he is a Muslim. Sajiv gave me his phone and 
we have to see this Ahmid to change the groom. But I don’t 
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have the contact yet. It’s not responding at the moment. Do 
you want me to try again? 


- Go ahead! 

Gurjee calls Ahmid. But it still doesn’t respond. 
- Nothing. Sorry Paul. 

— Did you leave a message? 


-Yes, yes. We wait a little longer. But... How was your 
safari? 


—It is noon. We're going to eat? We can talk about it. 
Gurjee stands up. 


- Okay, Paul. And then we’re going to do some sightseeing, 
before you get married! he jokes. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee walk through the old town, with its narrow 
streets. They enter one of the magnificent Haveli houses 
found in Jaisalmer. These old houses, which for the most part 
belonged to wealthy merchants and bankers, compete in 
architectural and decorative splendor, often having nothing 
to envy to the royal palaces. 


Built in the yellow or pink sandstone of the desert, the 
facades are completely covered with windowed balconies, 
decorated with bas-reliefs and real stone lace. It is the same 
with the eaves and domes, the whole giving an impression of 
profusion, exalting the spirit, transporting the soul. 


After Paul has taken a few photos, the two men decide to 
visit the interior of the Haveli which, from floor to floor, 
reveals many other splendors to them and unfolds a veritable 
museum of the lifestyles of the time. They finally reach the 
roof terrace. That’s when Gurjee suddenly puts his phone to 
his ear. 
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- Ah! Hello Ahmid... Okay... No, he’s a Frenchman... It’s 
serious! ... We have to talk about it... Okay, tomorrow? .. 
Okay, tomorrow afternoon ... Yes, I see where it is ... We'll 
find out. See you tomorrow Ahmid! 


The guide closes the phone and turns to Paul. 


— You understood? It’s Ahmid! 


* 


Paul and Gurjee enter Ahmid’s house. A man in his thirties, of 
good appearance, who seems to be a Muslim, with his white 
prayer cap on his head. He welcomes them warmly. The three 
of them sit down in the living room and start chatting over a 
glass of tea brought to them by Halima, Ahmid’s wife, a 
beautiful woman, a bit shy, also in her thirties. Ahmid shows 
a photo of their two children who are at school. He questions 
Paul. 


-—So tell me Paul, why do you want to do devadasi with 
Jeevu? Do you know what devadasi is? 


Paul nods affirmatively. 


-—I know what it is. I read a lot of stuff on the internet. I’m 
just wondering how the wedding ceremony is going. 
Otherwise, my will, basically, is to help Jeevu. I would like to 
have an influence on her future, that she goes to an 
orphanage, to school and above all, that she does not suffer 
the fate of the devadasi. We have to say things as they are: to 
avoid sexual exploitation for Jeevu. And you, Ahmid? 


-Icompletely agree with you in this desire to help Jeevana 
and protect her from the effects of devadasi. It will surprise 
you, but Iam Jeevu’s paternal uncle. His father’s brother. 


— Ah! So his father was a Muslim?! 


- Yes! With his mother, a Hindu Padmashali, they made a 
marriage of love, but also interreligious, which is very 
problematic in India. 
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— Padmashali and you it is? 


- Chandwali. Jeevu is called Chandwali. In our family we 
did not see this marriage in a good light, but we accepted it. 
On the mother’s side it was more difficult. It was even feared 
that they would kill the couple. We had to give a lot of rupees 
to appease the reactions. 


-I’m beginning to understand what happened when the 
parents died. 


-Yes. Already, the fact that Jeevu is... disturbed in her 
head... 


~ She is autistic. 
— Oh yes! You know that? 


—Iama school teacher and I work with children like Jeevu 
or worse! 


-Very well! The fact that she is autistic was for the 
Padmashali a first consequence of interreligious marriage. It 
was the punishment of the gods. Also, when both parents 
died, they took over the child with the intention of pursuing 
divine vengeance. And that’s why his uncle Sajiv started this 
devadasi project. According to them it will make up for the 
affront of marriage and bring them a lot of rupees. 


-If I understand correctly, as soon as Jeevu is a teenager, 
they will prostitute her. 


- Yes, it comes down to that. And you? Gurjee? You are 
Sikh! No? 


- Yes, Ahmid, I am Sikh! But religion me... 
- And what are you doing in this story? 


-Ham, initially, I’m Paul’s tour guide. But Paul is a 
somewhat special tourist! He makes a “pilgrimage” to India. 
He will tell you why. 


Paul sighs. 
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-It’s along story... In April of this year... 


Paul tells his story again. Is it an effect of habit or a 
therapeutic effect of India, but he begins to be able to talk 
about these things with less emotion. He takes more and 
more inner distance between the terrible events that have 
taken place in his life and the present moment. 


-... And that’s why I’m interested in the fate of Jeevu. 


— Ah, I understand everything now. Shall we go into the 
garden? A tea, pastries, would that suit you? Halima will 
bring us all that. 


* 


The three men are in the garden, behind the house. They sit 
on armchairs and continue the discussion. 


— Paul, which would be better, whether it’s Paul or Ahmid 
the Devadasi groom? 


- Already, Ahmid, we agree that it is better to have this 
marriage. Play the game. If you oppose the devadasi, if you 
alert the authorities, it could go wrong. You agree? 


- Exactly Paul! You understood the situation in India very 
well. We are a modern country, with modern laws. Devadasi 
is prohibited. But now, in people’s heads, religion and 
traditions are the strongest. It’s sad but it’s like that. So... 
Paul or Ahmid?! 


Paul shakes his head slowly. 


-I have another project for Jeevu... I would like to try to 
become his adoptive father. If she could come to France... I 
could better manage her handicap and there... she would be 
really protected from the devadasi. 


- Aaah! This is a very, very good idea! If you can do that, 
that would be perfect. There I give you my place without 
problem. 
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- For me it’s OK to play the “groom.” Do we say we agree? 
Can we warn Sajiv? Because Devadasi is Friday! 


-I agree with you, Paul. And, if you want, I am ready to 
continue my help for Jeevu. For example, if more rupees are 
needed. 


- Thank you Ahmid. Two will be easier. 
Paul turns to Gurjee. 
— Gurjee ?! My dear... tourist guide! It’s your turn! 


Gurjee smiles and types on his smartphone. He walks 
away a bit to call Sajiv. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee are in a rickshaw. They return to their hotel. 
- Do you think we can trust Ahmid? Paul asks. 


-I think so. I did a test with Sajiv, to know if Sajiv and 
Ahmid they are in the game, but no, it’s fine. I believe Ahmid 
he is sincere. Ham, do you have any idea what we’re doing for 
tomorrow, Paul? 


-I think we'll have to think carefully. The objective is the 
“marriage” and after that, as Ahmid said, the rupees will have 
to be aligned. 

Gurjee, jokingly. 

- But it’s okay for you! You are rich! 

-It’s going to be okay Gurjee! You know, with the gap in 
living standards between India and France, it’s going to work! 


- Don’t you think this Devadasi marriage is a risk for you? I 
don’t know if I’m going to be a bodyguard too! 


— Maybe it’s risky yes. Alright, we’ll see. For me the biggest 
risk is that Jeevu disappears in the desert. You saw, from 
Friday to Sunday, she went from Jaisalmer to Telipura. There, 
with the devadasi marriage and a lot of rupees, that should 
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sort things out. I hope. But I have other plans for the 
Padmashali, you'll see... Well! But you, Gurjee, are you 
playing with me then? 

Gurjee smiled, with a little mischievous look. 


-I asked my wife and my wife said “if it’s good for your 
karma, you do what the client says.” So, I do what my wife 
says! 


Paul and Gurjee laugh together. 
* 
Paul is in his hotel room. He looks at his smartphone with 
wonder. He rushes to the bedroom phone. 


— Gurjee! Come see it soon! Ahmid sent me lots of pictures 
of Jeevu and her parents! 


Shortly after, Paul and Gurjee are together in front of 
Paul’s laptop screen. 


—I put everything on the laptop to see better. Looked! 


On the laptop screen, photos scroll by of Jeevu and her 
parents. 


- These photos are amazing! 


-—Look at the difference! Friday’s photo and this one, just 
before her parents died. Behind you can see the small 
motorbike they had bought. The three of them looked so 


happy. 


-In any case, it’s very motivating. Gurjee wants to do 
something for Jeevu! 


- Tomorrow, if you want, we start at 8 o’clock. You come 
here and we'll come up with a strategy. 


- Okay, Paul, I’m with you! 


The two men high-five each other. 


* 
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Paul and Gurjee are in Paul’s room. The two men are actively 
busy: energetic discussions, exploring the internet, making 
phone calls from Paul, Gurjee, Paul and Gurjee at the same 
time, drafting a “contract,” which Gurjee translates in Hindi. 
The final result is finally displayed on the laptop screen. 


Paul points to the screen with both hands. 


-With that we are ready to go to Shaitrapur this 
afternoon. 


Paul’s phone rings. Paul looks. It’s an email. 


— Ah! It’s an answer from Aryan! We'll see what he thinks 
about it. 


Paul reads the message silently. Then he exclaims. 


-Ah! Great! He encourages me to continue and help 
Jeevu... He agrees that the signs are important and that we 
must be inspired by them... And also, he writes, listen to this 
Gurjee: “if that is the decision of your heart!” Aryan is with 
us! Everything is fine! Such is the decision of my heart! 


Paul is over the moon. 


* 


The Toyota arrives at Shaitrapur, a small village in the 
middle of the Thar desert, on the edge of the main road 
linking Jodhpur to Jaisalmer. It stops in front of the 
Padmashali house. Anil, Jeevu’s grandfather, and Sajiv, 
Jeevu’s paternal uncle, come to welcome Paul and Gurjee. 
They are brought to a large inner courtyard at the house and 
everyone sits on mats. Two women appear, Trishna, whom 
Paul has already met in the desert, in Telipura, Jeevu’s young 
aunt, and Varija, in her thirties, Sajiv’s wife. 


From the start of the meeting, Paul understands that the 
two women have imposed themselves somewhat. Gurjee is 
translating, but Paul understands that he is struggling to 
translate everything is said in detail. In any case, all speak, 
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Anil, Varija, Sajiv, and even the young Trishna, and they 
hardly seem to be in agreement. Obviously the devadasi is 
debated within the family. 


Helped by Gurjee in the translation, Paul intervenes to 
release the Padmashali a little from their conflicts and open 
them up to other perspectives. Paul decides to introduce 
himself to the Indian family and, opening his laptop, he 
shows photos of his house, his car, Lisa’s (before the 
accident), photos of Lisa and Léa and Paul. Photos of her 
family: her parents, her sister, her husband and their little 
boy. Then, Paul shows some pictures of Jeevu from her 
parents’ time. 


Distracted from their conflicts, the Padmashali gradually 
change in their attitudes. Paul becomes less of a stranger to 
them and they are more open to him. Obviously, the 
opposition is more crystallized between Sajiv and the 
women, about the devadasi. The women have imposed 
themselves on this meeting and that hardly pleases Sajiv. 
Anil, the grandfather, is in a more moderate position and 
tends to listen to the words of women. 


When Paul feels that the tension has subsided, he 
intervenes at greater length to express his point of view and 
begin to put forward certain proposals, helped with the 
translation by Gurjee. 


- You understand, I have nothing against devadasi, puja, 
matriage... 


- But Jeevu must not end up a prostitute... 
— Because it is prohibited by law... 


-For the devadasi... I propose a different devadasi... A 
“modern” devadasi... 


— Modern means that Jeevu will be able to do the puja, but 
no prostitution and no life in the temple or elsewhere... 
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- After the puja, Jeevu goes back to live in the orphanage or 
with her family... 
- She has to goto school also... 
- Now, I have a very important proposal to make to you... 


— With your agreement... I wish to adopt Jeevu... To be her 
father... 


—That means that she would come and live with me in 
France... 


-Besides, maybe I'll find another woman to bring a 
mummy to Jeevu... said Paul smiling. 


-I want to maintain Jeevu’s ties with her family in India, 
with you, but also with her father’s family in Jaisalmer... 


-—Icould come back to India with Jeevu... 

— Once, twice a year, to do pujas, meet families... 

— Now we can talk about financial proposals, rupees! ... 
- But first, if you want, we could take a break... 


- Perhaps you want to discuss between yourselves, before 
tackling the question of the rupees? ... 


-I would like to see Jeevu during this break... Is it 
possible? ... 


* 


Paul and Gurjee walk slowly towards the shade of some trees. 
They are smiling. Because the first part of the discussions 
seems to have gone well. The Padmashali seem to have been 
positively impressed with Paul and there were no hostile 
reactions to the adoption proposal. 


They sit under a tree. Paul opens his laptop. Trishna 
arrives, smiling. She brings tea. She is accompanied by Jeevu 
who is holding a tray of pastries. Jeevu seems in better 
condition than in Jaisalmer: clean, dressed in a pretty Indian 
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dress, although her hair remains devadasi. Jeevu will throw 
herself into Paul’s arms. 


Paul displays on the laptop screen a website dedicated to 
“SHANTIDEVA.” Still with Gurjee translating, Paul gives 
explanations to Trishna and Jeevu. Trishna is very interested 
and enthusiastic. Jeevu chats, asks questions, and looks 
happy. She claps her hands. Trishna accepts that Paul takes 
her picture alone and with Jeevu. The small group heads back 
the house. Paul carries Jeevu in his arms. Gurjee approaches 
Paul. 


- Paul, Trishna she tells me that she and Varija are happy 
with the modern devadasi and that you want to adopt Jeevu. 


— Very well! We already have the Indian ladies on our side! 


* 


Paul and Gurjee stand in front of a large, high entrance gate, 
with a sign above it marked “SHANTIDEVA.” The gate is ajar 
and a young Indian woman comes to greet them. All three 
cross a large courtyard, with a few trees and surrounded by 
ocher buildings. An older Indian woman comes out of one of 
the buildings and walks towards the two men, smiling. 
Sabita, in her fifties, is the director of Shantideva. She gives 
the impression of being an energetic woman with a big heart. 
She is ready to do anything to help her “daughters.” Sabita 
invites the two men into her office. 


By showing the screen of a touchpad where the photos of 
Lisa and Léa, then of Jeevu and Trishna scroll by, Paul 
explains the situation. A lively conversation ensues with 
Sabita and a few interventions from Gurjee. Paul sketches the 
autistic gestures that Jeevu sometimes makes. He talks about 
the child with fervor, while Sabita listens to him talking with 
concentration. Paul shows on the touchpad a page of text 
with the title “DEVADASI.” Sabita puts her hand to her mouth 
for a moment, dismayed. A representation of the goddess 
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Yellamma next to a picture of Jeevu. Paul shows by gesture 
the link between the three: Yellamma-Jeevu-Paul. 


-Listen, Paul, I am very sensitive to your sad story and 
your loss and that of Jeevu. For Trishna, I believe there is no 
problem. If this young girl is motivated and works well, 
Shantideva will be able to welcome her. 


Paul shakes his head, looking very pleased. 


- What about Jeevu? Do you understand that it would be 
perfect if she could have her aunt with her? 


-I understood your plan very well, Paul. For Jeevu it is 
more complicated. A child costs money. Besides, you tell me 
that she is autistic... 


Paul cuts Sabita. 


-It’s mild autism. She is intelligent. She used to go to 
school... Excuse me. 


— Did you tell me about “special” education? Qualified staff 
will be needed. And if she doesn’t adapt to Shantideva, what 
do I do with this child? Send her back to her devadasi? 


- Ihave a 6 month tourist visa in India. I can choose to stay 
and help you. Between Trishna and Paul, I believe you will 
have qualified personnel! 


Sabita shakes her head Indian. 


— Well. We will see that. Do you want to visit our center? 


* 


Paul, Gurjee and Sabita cross the courtyard and go from room 
to room to visit Shantideva. There are classes, workshops, a 
dormitory, an activity room. Sabita introduces Paul and 
Gurjee to the teachers, the monitors, her right-hand, Pooja, in 
her late thirties. The greeted boarders are teenage girls and 
young adult women. Sabita takes Paul aside and they go to 
walk under the trees in the yard. 
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- Paul, can ask you a direct question? 

Paul nods affirmatively. 

— Do you intend to adopt Jeevu? To become her father? 
Paul nods again. 

- Yes Madam! I want it! If India allows me. 


-—In France it would be the best way to get her out of the 
devadasi. 


— That’s what I think too. 


-Because there’s no way to avoid this devadasi? This 
“marriage of three?” 


Paul is disappointed. 


-In India no. All I fear is that they will make her disappear 
in the Thar desert. We have to go through it. But after... 


- This letter, this contract, when will you get it? 
-If they all agree to sign, it’s tonight, normally. 


-I will only take Jeevu if you have this contract, of course. 
Her family must agree. Have you taken other steps for this 
child? 


-I made an appointment at the Goyal Hospital, with Dr. 
Mahota. 


-Ah! Misha, I know her very well. She is a very good 
pediatrician. When you see her, you will ask her to make an 
appointment with WACCA. It is a government organization 
that takes care of orphans. They are the ones who will give 
me the money for Jeevu and you can also tell them about 
your adoption project. Okay? Are you going to see WACCA? 


Paul nods affirmatively, smiling. 
* 
Paul and Gurjee chat in a rickshaw that takes them to a 
shopping district in Jodhpur. 
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-— How do you find Shantideva? 


- Great! I’m sure the girls will like it, Paul gives a thumbs 
up. 
- Do you think Sabita will take Jeevu? 


-I hope! Otherwise it will be complicated. Ham, Gurjee, I 
said to Sabita that I intend to stay in India, at least for the 
time of my visa. It’s to help Jeevu. 


- Monday morning, normally we both finish. It’s been two 
weeks. It will be okay for you, Paul? 


Paul is reassuring and smiling. 


- Yes Gurjee! Sabita speaks English and I will no longer be 
“alone in India!” 


- You are happy? You meet a lot of Indians now! 


Paul gives a two thumbs up and smiles as he looks at 
Gurjee. 


* 


Paul and Gurjee buy clothes for Jeevu, in Indian and Western 
fashion, underwear, toiletries, an electric toothbrush, a dozen 
bottles of water, a few toys and a stuffed animal. Ganesh, the 
elephant-headed God. 


* 


Back in the evening at the Padmashali’s in Shaitrapur, 
Trishna and Anil welcome Paul and Gurjee. Anil gives the 
contract which they all signed. Varija signed as a witness and 
Gurjee in turn signs as a witness. Paul is the last to sign. But 
little Jeevu appears and Paul welcomes her by hugging her a 
little. She wants to sign too. One again explains to the child 
what could happen and she signs nicely (in the center, 
between the stakeholders on the left and the witnesses on the 
right), with a much more fluid handwriting than that of her 
grandfather Anil. Paul scans the contract with his 
smartphone and sends the file to Anil’s phone. Indian 
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greetings, last hug to Jeevu, and Paul and Gurjee go back to 
their motel. 


* 


Paul, Gurjee, Jeevu and all the Padmashali follow the 
procession that leads them to Yellamma temple. They are ina 
remote hamlet in the middle of the desert, on a rocky 
promontory, called Shaitra. The women walk in front and the 
men follow behind. There are many people, pilgrims and 
devotees of the goddess Yellamma. There is noise, music, 
colors. Paul chats with Gurjee, who chats with Sajiv, before 
Sajiv disappears. In the procession, adult devadasi, women 
and a few effeminate men, are dressed in neem leaves. On 
either side of the procession, numerous sadhus and 
impressive fakirs are installed who put on a show, with 
infernal ordeals, which no ordinary man would bear, with in 
front of them a bowl to collect the offerings. The atmosphere 
is festive and joyful. 


* 


The temple appears, in the center of a vast enclosure, 
surrounded by high walls. At the entrance, the police check 
with metal detectors and collect a tax. There is a crowd there. 


* 


Inside the enclosure that surrounds the temple, people walk 
more easily. There are many vendors selling souvenirs, 
sacred objects, food, water and many other things. Along the 
high walls of the enclosure are installed altars dedicated to 
various deities. 


Suddenly, an adult devadasi goes into a trance, agitates 
and screams and ends up falling stiffly backwards, 
fortunately caught by the crowd who put her down on the 
ground. Paul and Gurjee manage to join the women and 
Jeevu. The little one is in front of an altar and watches the 
pilgrims slide banknotes through the slot of a concrete chest. 


66 


DEVADASI CHILD 


Paul goes to her and gives her a banknote and they both slip a 
banknote into the slot. Then they come back to the 
Padmashali. Sajiv is always invisible. 


* 


The Padmashali group goes to the edge of a large square pool, 
with stairs around it, like an upside-down pyramid. There isa 
large neem tree in the shade of which they sit. Bottles of 
water are circulating and someone is bringing something to 
eat. Jeevu is happy to eat, sitting between Paul and Gurjee. 


Paul accompanies her so that she does her strange 
mechanical walk around the pool. Then, she will sit at the 
edge of the water to dip her feet in it and squirt the water, 
contemplating the sparkling droplets. Paul observes that 
Trishna and Varija are in a deep conversation with a woman 
he does not know. Sajiv finally arrives, it is going to be their 
turn for the devadasi puja at Yellamma. 


* 


Paul, Gurjee, Jeevu and all the Padmashali enter the temple 
following other families who dedicate a daughter to the 
goddess. In the rather dark temple, bathed in religious music 
and the scent of incense, the Padmashali will sit in a corner 
and wait their turn. 


Paul distracts himself from a certain anxiety by visually 
exploring the interior of this temple, which does not 
resemble at all what he has already seen. Here, there are far 
fewer decorations carved into the stone and they remain 
crude. All the artistic excellence has been concentrated in the 
statue of Yellamma which he sees in the back of the central 
alcove where the wedding puja takes place. 


Jeevu, seated against Paul, makes her small autistic 
gestures with her hands to calm her anxiety. The preceding 
family leaves the heart of the temple, where the great statue 
of Yellamma is enthroned. It’s the Padmashali’s turn. The 
priest comes towards them. He looks cheerful. He accepts 
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that Gurjee is behind Paul to translate. The Padmashali stand 
up and walk towards the big statue. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are sitting cross-legged on cushions in front of 
the large statue of Yellamma. The goddess is represented in 
bust, as if she came out of the ground, she is at least two 
meters high. His gaze is terrifyingly alive. 


The Indian orchestra begins its piece and adult devadasi 
begin to sing, alternating with the incantations of the priest. 
One brings a plastic bottle of water, to sprinkle the statue and 
make the two “grooms” drink the rest of the water. Jeevu 
immediately spits it out, but Paul struggles to swallow the 
water with a bitter grimace. 


Paul and Jeevu stand up and they are loosely tied with a 
rope to all four limbs and dragged by a devadasi to circle the 
statue three times. Jeevu walks with her autistic mechanical 
step, while Paul staggers more and more, as if under the 
influence of a drug. 


While revolving around the goddess, Paul has a vision, a 
hallucination. He sees Yellamma in front of him, alive, her 
face is mobile, her mouth seems to speak to him and her eyes 
roll in their sockets in an impressive way. The goddess is 
sometimes clear and benevolent and sometimes dark and 
threatening. 


After the triple circumambulation, some ritual gestures 
and incantations from the priest, Paul and Jeevu are untied 
and Gurjee helps them to join the Padmashali. 


* 


Outside the temple, in the street, night has already fallen. 
The alleys are badly lit, but around them crowd hurries in a 
trance. Frantic tambourines are heard to excite the devotees. 
Paul, supported by Gurjee, follows Jeevu who is carried on a 
tray, held by four devadasi. They are followed by the 
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Padmashali. The excited crowd around them wants to touch 
the devadasi, but they are prevented from doing so by other 
adult devadasi. Jeevu is regularly given neem branches to 
touch devotees’ heads as a sign of blessing. But the branches 
are quickly torn every time. It’s a rush, the crowd gets very 
excited. The Padmashali abruptly branch off into an adjacent 
alley, dragging the tray carrying Jeevu there. Devadasi block 
the crowd by taking a few blows. Gurjee takes Jeevu off the 
tray and carries her in his arms. Family men carry Paul who 
has passed out. 


* 


The next day at the end of the morning, Paul awakens from 
his deep sleep, his face gently doused with water from a 
bottle by Trishna. He sits down painfully on the edge of the 
bed and gradually recovers his senses. Trishna gives him 
drinks from a bottle and brings him vegetables and sweets on 
a tray. Paul eats quietly while looking around him. It’s a 
dilapidated house, with a large room, beds on the floor, 
separated by curtains, a kind of primitive hotel. Paul tries to 
communicate with Trishna, holding her arm. 


—Jeevu, Gurjee, where are they? 


Trishna replies, but in her Rajasthani and a few bits of 
English: “Jeevu, Gurjee, temple” and she gestures to simulate 
the blessing of the devotees. 


Paul doesn’t understand what Trishna is telling him and 
he struggles to get to his feet. Trishna and Varija support 
him. He takes a few steps with help and manages to take a 
few more steps alone. Just then, Gurjee appears in the 
brightly lit doorway of the house, holding the unconscious 
Jeevu in her arms. He talks panicked to the women present 
and everyone starts to bustle around Jeevu to try to revive 
her. Outside one sees a few people in the street, who want to 
enter the house and who are repelled by Padmashali. Paul 
yells at Gurjee to leave. 
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* 


Paul, Gurjee carrying unconscious Jeevu, followed by Trishna 
and Varija go to the Toyota, while Padmashali fight against 
devotees. The Toyota starts with a bang. 


* 


Gurjee is driving, Varija is sitting next to him. In the back, 
Trishna and Paul try to wake Jeevu up. Paul, now fully 
recovered from the effects of the drug, sprays the child’s face 
and half-naked body and rubs it. He checks that she is 
breathing and checks her pulse. Jeevu finally opens her eyes, 
which brings joy to the two women. One makes her drink and 
one gives her pastries to eat. Paul leans towards Gurjee. 


- Thank you Gurjee for bringing Jeevu back! 
Gurjee laughs. 


-It’s okay, Paul. Jeevu not well at all. The priest doesn’t 
want me to take Jeevu. So Gurjee he makes the Sikh warrior 
and the priest he leaves! He is afraid of the Sikh warrior! 


Paul shakes his head, laughing at his guide’s efficiency. 
—Jeevu, is she okay? 
Paul, joyful. 


-— Yes, you see, she eats, she drinks, we will soon hear her 
speak. 


Paul becomes serious again. 

— Do we continue with the plan? 
- Yes. No problem. 

Paul is both amazed and amused. 


-Ham, what are these two women doing in the Toyota? 
Wasn't Monday just for Trishna? 


Gurjee chats for a moment in Rajasthani with Varija and 
Trishna. 
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Gurjee gives the answer to Paul. 


- They hide so as not to leave with Sajiv. Varija she wants 
to see how it is for Jeevu. 


Paul nods in approval and smiles a thumbs up at Varija, 
then at Trishna. Jeevu gives a two thumbs up too, which 
makes everyone laugh. 


* 


Gurjee abruptly takes a small side road. Then it branches off 
into the desert in the shade of a few trees. 


Paul addresses Gurjee. 


-—Can you explain to the Indians what will happen with 
Jeevu? 


— All? 
— Yes all! 


Gurjee therefore explains to the Indian girls the toilet and 
the transformation of Jeevu into an ordinary little Indian girl. 
Paul and Trishna each take Jeevu by a hand and pull her 
aside. Gurjee starts talking with Varija, which pulls her close 
to him. All Varija asks for is to talk with handsome Gurjee. 


Through gestures, while speaking French, even though 
neither Trishna nor Jeevu understand him, Paul shows 
Trishna how to help him. Trishna understands Paul’s 
intentions, so she explains to Jeevu in Rajasthani. Jeevu has 
fun repeating Paul’s French words. 


Trishna undresses Jeevu and the two of them wash her 
with the bottles of water and liquid soap that Paul brought 
back from Jodhpur. Trishna shampoos, soaps and scrubs 
Jeevu, Paul takes care of the shower with the lukewarm water 
bottles. Jeevu is rinsed, wiped and Trishna dresses her in 
Western clothes, T-shirt, denim Bermuda, light jacket, cap 
and tennis shoes. Once dressed and shod, the little one runs 
away at full speed. Paul does not hesitate and has fun chasing 
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her. He lets her romp for a moment, pretending to want to 
catch her. He ends up taking her in his arms and carrying her 
to the Toyota, Jeevu firmly clinging to his neck. There, he 
offers her the Ganesh plush, which the child is delighted 
with. 


Gurjee pulls out sandwiches and drinks from a cooler. All eat, 
sitting in the sand of the desert, in the shade of the trees. The 
atmosphere is joyful, with a Varija who laughs a lot. Trishna 
and Varija seem pleased with Jeevu’s transformation and 
seeing her happy and cuddling Ganesh. Gurjee addresses 
Paul. 


-Varija and Trishna say thank you for Jeevu. Varija says 
Jeevu looks now as your daughter. 
Paul smiles. 


* 


Paul, Gurjee and the three Indians leave for Jodhpur. Varija is 
always up front chatting with volubility and frequent peals 
of laughter with Gurjee. Suddenly, Paul addresses Gurjee. 


-Can you ask them if they have a place in Jodhpur to 
sleep? 


Gurjee asks Varija, who answers. 
— They say no. Can you call the hotel to see? 


Paul tries to call the hotel, but the network is down at this 
place in the desert. 


-No network. I will try further. I hope it’s not going to 
complicate things with these two women. 


* 


Paul, Gurjee and the three Indians girls sit at a table in the 
restaurant of the Ratan Vilas hotel. The three Indians 
discover a restaurant with Western standards, with the use 
of cutlery. Which brings a lot of excitement and laughter to 
Varija. Jeevu is also agitated, making stereotypical gestures, 
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which annoys Varija, who gets angry at the child and starts 
screaming. Paul gets up, which calms everyone by the effect 
of surprise. 


—Gurjee, would you please explain to the Indians that 
Jeevu needs quiet to eat. So I’m going to eat at a small table, 
alone with Jeevu. 


While Gurjee explains, Paul leans towards Jeevu and 
explains to her in French and by gestures and lot of mimics 
that they are going to eat elsewhere. The child understands. 
Paul calls for a waiter who transfers their plates and cutlery 
to a small table. They are in a quiet corner of the room, next 
to a bay window that overlooks a lush garden. Another 
waiter brings them water and chapattis. 


Sitting at their small table, face to face, Paul speaks softly 
to the child. He looks at her well so that she concentrates on 
him. He shows her how to hold a cutlery. The meal is going 
well. At the end Paul carries Jeevu in his arms and they say 
good night to Gurjee, Trishna and Varija. Jeevu looks tired. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are in Paul’s room. Jeevu explores switches 
and their functions. Paul is sitting on the bed with Ganesh- 
plush in his arms and he observes the child. After a while... 
Paul intervenes gently and alternately looking at Jeevu and 
Ganesh whom he rocks in his arms. 


— Hug... Hug... Hug... 
— Hug... Hug... Hug... 


Paul motions for the child to approach. Jeevu is going to 
hug Paul. He takes her in his arms and puts Ganesh-plush 
between the arms of the child. Paul starts rocking her 
gently... Suddenly, Jeevu starts crying. Her face is grimacing, 
but there are no tears. Paul continues to rock her gently... He 
strokes her head and kisses it. He makes her understand a 
proposal to go to sleep and she responds with a nod in the 
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affirmative. He gets up with the child in his arms and puts 
Ganesh-plush on the child’s little bed. 


* 


Paul brings Jeevu, dressed in her nightgown, to the 
bathroom. He shows her the sink, the mixer tap, the cold 
water and the hot water. Paul runs warm water in the sink. 
Jeevu, interested, touches the flowing water. Paul shows her 
the electric toothbrushes. Jeevu is having fun with the 
vibrations in her hand, which makes her laugh. Paul shows 
her by example how to use it and they both brush their teeth, 
Jeevu imitating Paul. Once well wiped, Paul carries Jeevu in 
his arms and leaves the bathroom. 


Paul brings Jeevu to her little bed. He places the child there 
and gives her the Ganesh-plush. Paul speaks softly to the 
little Indian and stays close to her for a moment until she 
falls asleep. 


* 


Jeevu is still sleeping. Paul is in front of his laptop. He uploads 
photos and videos of Jeevu on a WhatsApp group, titled “We 
need to talk about Jeevu.” The last of the photos posted online 
shows Jeevu sleeping in her little bed, with her Ganesh-plush. 
Paul writes a comment for the participants in this group, his 
sister Muriel and her husband, his parents, Lisa’s mother, 
Gurjee, Aryan and Amina. 


Suddenly, Jeevu appears near Paul and looks at what he is 
doing. He makes her write her first name on the keyboard. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are at their small table for breakfast. They 
wave to Gurjee, Trishna and Varija at another table. 


* 


Paul, Jeevu, Gurjee, Trishna and Varija are by the hotel pool. 
Paul has the idea of advancing the meeting of the three 
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Indians with Shantideva, since Trishna and Varija are already 
there. Besides, he thought, it would be a nice way to pass the 
Sunday afternoon pleasantly. He walks away a bit to phone 
Sabita. 


— Hello, Sabita! It’s Paul. 


Sabita sits under the trees in the courtyard of Shantideva. 
Young girls wander around her. 


— Ah! Good-morning Paul. How are you? 


-Very fine Sabita, thank you. And you? How is 
Shantideva? 


- Very fine, Paul. Do you have the child? 


- Yes! Jeevu is with me. Devadasi was a bit difficult. But it’s 
all over now. I’m calling you because we had a surprise! 


— Tell me, Paul! 


- Well, Trishna and, Varija, the uncle Sajiv’s wife, decided 
to come with us to Jodhpur. Varija wants to see how Trishna 
and Jeevu will be welcomed. Also, I thought to myself could 
we go to Shantideva today? 


- Why not, Paul. Every Sunday afternoon we go to a small 
park reserved for our girls, you are welcome! 


-I want to clarify that Varija is... Let’s say, the exuberant 
desert woman, you know what I mean? 


Sabita starts laughing. 


-I see! But don’t worry Paul, it’s not a problem. This will 
distract my girls. You come to Shantideva say at 1:30 p.m., 
okay? 


- Great ! Okay! 


* 


Paul, Jeevu, Gurjee, Trishna and Varija are in Shantideva’s 
courtyard where all the girls are getting ready to walk to the 
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small park. Sabita makes the introductions. Spontaneously, a 
young girl shows up to take care of Jeevu. It’s Inayat, a 
teenager of about fifteen. Everyone leaves Shantideva. 


* 


Shantideva’s girls walk ahead in pairs, in the small streets. 
Back, Jeevu and Inayat walk hand in hand. From time to time 
Jeevu glances behind her to make sure her people are 
following. Paul, Gurjee and Trishna chat together. Varija 
monopolized Sabita to chat and laugh. 


* 


In the park, Trishna and Varija chat with the young adult 
women of Shantideva. Inayat brings Jeevu to play with the 
other teenage girls. Paul, Sabita and Gurjee are sitting on a 
bench. 


— So, how was this marriage? 
Paul replies in a joking tone. 


-Ethnologically interesting. I think it looks a bit like the 
classic Indian marriage, except that it takes place in front of a 
large statue of Yellamma and we are tied with a rope around 
our ankles and wrists... 


- Did they tie you up? 


-It was symbolic. We could move, walk. Fortunately, since 
we went around the statue three times. But they drugged us. 
Something bitter in water. Jeevu spat it all out. Me, I kindly 
swallowed, but then... Hey Gurjee? 


- Yes! Paul is completely gone! On Saturday he sleeps all 
morning. 


- By the way, do you have the contract with the family? 


Paul shows the contract on his smartphone which he 
entrusts to Sabita, so that she can read it. Sabita reads it. Paul 
watches Inayat giving explanations to Jeevu who stubbornly 
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holds a ball between her arms. Eventually, she ends up 
leaving it to the other girls. 


Sabita returns the smartphone to Paul. 
- This “contract” is not very legal! 


- Devadasi is not legal AT ALL! This contract is a basis. The 
family got involved. We will see later for the legal one. 


—-I suppose there is a financial consideration. 


-Sure. For them it is interesting, but for me it remains 
quite reasonable sums. What I did was a long-term 
commitment. Amounts paid monthly and a loan project in 2- 
3 years. 


Sabita is admiring. 
— That’s very clever, Paul! 


Paul shakes his head Indian style with a smirk. Then he 
becomes serious again. 


- There’s one thing that worries me, Sabita. I’m afraid of 
what decision WACCA might make. 


-If it can reassure you, I have decided to come to this 
appointment, with you and Jeevu, insofar as I will be 
involved in the future of this child. We’ll work together, is 
that what you want? 


Paul nods in agreement and looks at Sabita gratefully. 
Sabita continues, determined. 


-But there is one thing I must tell you, Paul. I know 
WACCA well. These are people who are on top of the 
regulations in India. They work with NGOs, they follow 
international standards, strictly. Don’t even imagine paying 
them a bribe to get Jeevana. I mean you can’t go to them with 
Jeevana and tell them your “sign” stories. It won’t work, on 
the contrary! 
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Paul takes the hit and leans forward, elbows on his knees, 
hands on his face. He straightens up suddenly, annoyed. 


-It’s okay, go ahead, I can hear everything. Actually, I 
better not go to WACCA with Jeevu, right? 


-T’ll take a picture, Paul: you find an injured person on the 
side of the road. You rescue him and call the ambulance. The 
ambulance arrives and takes the person to the hospital. And 
you, what are you becoming? You go back home and tell your 
friends how you were a “little hero.” That’s all! The case is 
over for you. You go back home. In a pinch, out of humanity, 
the next day you can call the hospital to find out if it is okay 
and they’ll tell you “medical confidentiality!” Huh, Paul?! 


Paul resumes his position on his knees, looking at Jeevu 
who is playing ball with the other young girls. 


- Do you understand what I want to tell you, Paul? 


-— Yes ! It’s hard, but I understand, I accept the situation. 
You also understand that I saved Jeevu from the desert, from 
misery, from devadasi! 


— We can understand your strategy, not to lose Jeevu, but it 
is still... unusual, you will agree. This “ethnological” 
marriage! 


Paul responds immediately, his eyes shining with 
determination. 


-Sabita, I didn’t invent the signs. The three chance 
encounters, the Aatmik Pita! A white man who comes to save 
her! But it was I who asked to be the “groom” for the 
devadasi. I agree with that. And I even paid for it. That is true! 
Or else it is said that there are no signs, but then there is no 
devadasi either. But we cannot say that there is not one 
without the other. Devadasi exists anyway. And devadasi is 
as crazy as my signs. You imagine... 


Paul points to Jeevu with both hands. 
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—... now there is a goddess in this child’s body and one can 
sleep with her to sleep with the goddess! So what’s the 
craziest? My signs or the devadasi?! 


Gurjee intervenes awkwardly, carried away by his 
emotion. 


-I think Paul is right. Jeevu, now I feel her a bit like my 
daughter... 


Sabita, jokingly. 
— Ah! Here is! Now this child has two fathers! 
Allthree start laughing. 


Sabita, turning serious again and patting her hand on 
Paul’s arm. 


—Come on, Paul! I will come with you to WACCA and see 
how to help you and Jeevu. 


Then she tilts her head to the side and releases Paul’s arm. 


- Paul! I have a proposal for you... Are you staying in India 
for a while? Why not be a volunteer teacher with us, in 
Shantideva? You could teach English, French and whatever 
you want that could benefit my girls. 


Paul looks at Sabita and his eyes are bright with gratitude. 
Sabita smiled at him, slightly mocking. 
-And you could teach us how to properly educate your 


little Jeevana! 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are at a milk bar, Café Coffee , waiting for the 
appointment at the hospital. They consume a milkshake and 
brownies. Jeevu looks at Paul with a mischievous little smile, 
while eating and drinking happily. Paul looks at her with 
tenderness. Suddenly, Paul looks at the time on his watch. 
They come out of the milk bar. 
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* 


Paul looks well to his right and, between two streams of 
vehicles, they run across Residency Road. The hospital is 
directly opposite, a white building marked “Goyal Hospital.” 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are sitting in a hallway waiting for the 
consultation. Jeevu is playing a game on Paul’s smartphone. 
The doctor, a young woman in her mid-thirties who seems 
very affable, ushers them into her office. On the door of the 
office there is a plaque mentioning “Dr. Misha Mahota - 
Pediatric.” 


In the pediatrician’s office, Paul and the doctor chat while 
Jeevu is taken up with her video game on the smartphone. 


— Are you French then? 
- All that is most French. 
— How did you end up with this little girl? Whose name is? 


—Jeevana. But she is usually called Jeevu. And she’s with 
me because it’s a long story. May I give you a quick summary? 


- Okay. 


-—A few months ago I lost my wife and my little daughter 
and, at the same time, Jeevu lost both her parents... 


Paul tells the whole story of “Paul and Jeevana,” putting all 
his heart into it. 


-... And this is how I find myself today taking care of this 
child. 


- Are you planning to adopt her? 


-I really want it. In France this would definitively resolve 
the question of the devadasi. By the way, Sabita suggests you 
call WACCA for a quick appointment. If it is possible for you. 
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- Yes! I should be able to do this. I take it you came for a 
medical check-up? 


— Yes, doctor. 
Paul watches Jeevu busy on the smartphone. 
—T’ll let you get her out of her video game. 


The doctor approaches, squats next to Jeevu, calls her 
gently by her first name and speaks to her in Rajasthani. She 
gets her interested in her stethoscope and makes her listen to 
the doctor’s heart, Jeevu’s and Paul’s. The video game having 
been forgotten, Jeevu is brought to the auscultation part of 
the doctor’s office, hidden by a curtain. Paul, meanwhile, 
consults his smartphone. Jeevu talks a lot which makes Paul 
smile as he nods. 


The minutes pass... Dr. Misha Mahota draws the curtain. 
Jeevu goes to explore the cabinet with the stethoscope. 


Misha Mahota sits at her desk and talks to Paul while 
taking notes on her computer. 


— Allis well Paul. She should gain some weight. But I guess 
with you and Shantideva she will be well fed! ... ’ll give you 
the address of a good dentist. A few small cavities to be 
treated... She does not appear to have been abused. I guess it’s 
important for you to know... Otherwise she’s fine. You told 
me about her autism. It does not seem very serious, but she 
will have specific needs for her education... Are you going to 
be okay? 


-For autism? Yes, no problem. My job as a specialized 
teacher brought me to know this kind of children. I am happy 
and relieved that everything is going well for Jeevu. Do you 
know how old she is exactly? 


Misha Mahota smiles. 


—Just ask her! She knows her birthdate and her age: 8 years 
old! She will be 9 in August. Can you give me your phone 
number? I will send you various documents which will also 
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be useful to WACCA. She was born in Jaisalmer and I will 
contact the hospital. I will also send you the appointment at 
WACCA and the one with the dentist. 


- Okay, doctor. It’s very nice of you. In any case, thank you 
very much for this check-up. I would like a follow-up... Is... 
once a month too much? 


-To start, say every 2 months. I feel that you need to be 
reassured! Make an appointment at the secretariat. 


Dr. Misha Mahota stands up and speaks in Rajasthani to 
Jeevu who walks over to her, hands her stethoscope back, 
then walks over to Paul. Paul and Jeevu come out of the 
office. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu meet Gurjee at the hotel restaurant for the last 
meal together before Gurjee leaves. They are at the end of the 
meal. 


—Is Varija still there? Gurjee asks. 


- Yes. She negotiated with Sabita her stay in Shantideva. 
She sleeps there, with Trishna. She will stay until after the 
meeting with WACCA. She has things to say! During the day 
she’s busy, she renders services. 


Gurjee nods Indian style, impressed. 


— Well, Paul, do you think it’s time to tell the little one that 
I’m leaving? 


Paul sighs. 
— Well, you have to. 


Gurjee speaks to Jeevu in Rajasthani. She begins to wince, 
she cries without tears and when Paul intervenes to console 
her, she slips under the table and starts screaming. Paul tries 
to catch her under the table, but the child kicks her legs in 
anger. Suddenly, she slides back, grabbed by Gurjee who pulls 
her under the shoulders and gets up and takes her in his 
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arms. She clings to him, desperate, with big sobs. Gurjee 
rocks her and says things to her again in Rajasthani. Jeevu 
finally calms down. She distracts herself from her grief when 
Gurjee takes a small white box out of her jacket. He gives it to 
the child and puts the child back in Paul’s arms. 


— Well done Gurjee! 

Paul continues in a joking tone. 

-If you want you can take it with you! 

- It’s okay Paul, I’ve had enough of my two children! 


Jeevu struggles to open the small package. She finally 
succeeds and remains amazed by what she finds there: a 
small digital watch. Gurjee walks over and ties it on her wrist. 
Jeevu spontaneously begins to read the ticking seconds. 


-Thank you Gurjee for this nice gift. I think you should 
take the opportunity to slip away. 


Gurjee gives Jeevu a last kiss on the cheek and hugs Paul 
for a moment. 


- It’s a pleasure to meet you, Paul. 
- For me too Gurjee. I hope we will meet again, one day. 


- Me too, Paul. Go on! Goodbye Paul! You are taking good 
care of Jeevu?! 


— No problem! Goodbye, Gurjee! 


* 


This is how the three Indians invested Shantideva. Trishna 
took to heart to be active in workshops and to follow 
trainings. She has a good relationship with the other young 
women. She seems quite fulfilled, despite moments of 
shyness. She receives a lot of encouragement and support 
from teachers and other girls in the association. Trishna does 
take care of Jeevu from time to time, such as grooming, 
hairdressing, and dressing. She gives indications, in 
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particular to Inayat, to know how to manage the little 
autistic girl well. Varija, who is only here for a few more days, 
makes herself useful by taking part in the maintenance of the 
premises and in the kitchen. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are at the hotel reception. Tuka is the 
receptionist. A friendly man, in his late forties, who likes 
Jeevu. He greets Paul and Jeevu with a big smile and starts 
chatting with Jeevu in Rajasthani. Paul smiles at these 
discussions, although he doesn’t understand what they are 
saying to each other. 


- Tuka! I would like to find a small apartment, not too 
expensive. You have an idea? 


Tuka nods Indian style. 


— Now, I don’t see, Paul. But I’ll talk to the boss about it. It’s 
sure he find something for you and Jeevu. I tell him! Promise! 


Paul smiled gratefully at him. 
- Thank you, Tuka! 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are at Masuriya Park, one of the hills 
overlooking the city of Jodhpur. It’s a quiet place and every 
afternoon this walk is a form of ritual that Jeevu likes. They 
visit the park where there are not many people. There are a 
few children with their mother and many games. With the 
other children Jeevu is intimidated at first. She needs Paul’s 
support to be able to reach out to others. Jeevu prefers to be 
alone and take care of herself or go to Paul, which reassures 
her. She has her autistic interests like her mechanical 
walking, watching her fingers, or cars turning at a 
roundabout down the hill. Paul engages with her in learning 
French, taking advantage of the child’s ease in continually 
repeating what he says to her. And when she feels tired, she 
will spontaneously lean against Paul to cuddle and rest. 
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* 
Paul and Jeevu finish their meal. Suddenly, a large jovial man, 
approaching fifty, presents himself to them. 


-—Good evening Paul. Tuka told me you're looking for an 
apartment? 


Paul gets up and bows imperceptibly. He responds with a 
smile. 


— Ah! Are you the “boss?” 
The guy smiled back. 


-Mahin Govindassamy, I am the manager of the hotel, 
indeed. 


Paul nods, delighted. 
— Do you have something to offer me? 


- Yes! and the guy puts his thumb up. It’s a small loft, at 
the very top. If you want to see it? 


* 


In the somewhat dark corridor, next to the front door, there 
is a small niche with a statuette of Ganesh inside. Paul takes a 
look. Jeevu points to it. They enter the loft. Mahin shows Paul 
and Jeevu the two small bedrooms, the bathroom, the 
kitchenette and they step out onto the large terrace which 
overlooks the city. In the distance Mehrangarh Fort and 
Masuriya Hill are seen. 


- So Paul, what do you think? 


Paul shakes his head, positively impressed. He smiled 
looking at Jeevu. 


—Jeevu? Do you want us to live here? 


Jeevu looks at Paul, then at Mahin Govindassamy, with a 
grimacing smile. Mahin does the Rajasthani translation for 
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her. Jeevu jumps in place while flapping, then starts running 
around the terrace. 


- Positive answer! Your prize, Mahin? 
The man shakes his head, annoyed. 


- This loft was for my daughter who is at university. But 
girls, you know, these days... 


Paul smiled sympathetically at him. Mahin continues. 


-I know what you're doing for that child. I'll give you a 
small price, with three meals a day for both of you at the 
hotel restaurant. I know it’s not easy raising a child without a 
wife. 


Paul shakes his head, looking satisfied. 


-The swimming pool too? he points to Jeevu. She loves 
that! 


- Yes! No problem, Paul. 
- So, it’s okay! 


* 


Paul, Jeevu, Trishna, Varija and Sabita arrive in front of a 
large white building, which opens onto a street lined with tall 
trees, with a sign marked: “WELFARE AND CARE for 
CHILDREN ASSOCIATION”. 


* 


Paul and the Indian girls walk into a meeting room at 
WACCA, followed by Kapoor Singh, the area manager at 
WACCA, a tall, strong gentleman, in his mid-40s who doesn’t 
have the look convenient. He is accompanied by his 
secretary, a woman who seems withdrawn, in her forties and 
who looks a little old maid. 


Everyone sits around a large table. On one side, the 
secretary and Kapoor Singh. Opposite Sabita, Paul and Jeevu 
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seated between the two. At the end of the table, Trishna and 
Varija. Kapoor Singh starts speaking in Rajasthani. 


Paul immediately raises his hand. 

- Please, I only speak English. 

Kapoor Singh gives him a carnivorous smile. 
- We'll talk to you later, okay? 


Paul smiled widely. He understood the message and he 
remembers what Sabita said to him, during their 
conversation in the small park, with the girls of Shantideva: 
“You go home and tell your friends how you have been a 
“little hero.” That’s all! The case is over for you. You go back 
home.” 


Jeevu, who has no such linguistic concerns , gets up from 
her chair and goes to realign the empty chairs 60 and a half 
centimeters from the table, pulling them out one by one, each 
time generating a squealing noise. Paul exults inwardly. 
Kapoor Singh frowns, makes his mean face, and curtly gives 
an order to Jeevu. Jeevu acts like she didn’t hear him. Paul 
gets up in turn and throws to everyone: “Autistic child!” 


Paul, by gesture and example, shows Jeevu how she can 
silently lift the chairs to move them. She understands and 
that’s what she does. Paul returns to his seat, triumphant. 
The group continues to speak in Rajasthani. Once all the 
chairs have been realigned, Jeevu goes back and forth at a 
mechanical pace, between the table and the chairs, between 
Paul and Kapoor Singh, without however getting too close to 
the second. 


Sometime later, it’s Trishna and Varija’s turn to talk. 
Especially Varija. The word “devadasi” begins to appear. 
Varija looks angry, frowning, arms fluttering. Trishna 
supports her. Suddenly, Kapoor Singh bluntly addresses 
Jeevu and shows her to go and sit down to answer questions. 
Jeevu looks at Paul, worried. Paul motions for her to come to 
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him. Jeevu will take refuge against Paul. He receives her for a 
moment and makes her sit down between him and Sabita. 
Immediately she stretches her index finger horizontally to 
hide Kapoor Singh’s eyes. He asks a few short questions to 
Jeevu who responds with affirmative nods. 


Kapoor Singh asks a question containing the words 
“Aatmik Pita.” Immediately, Jeevu launches into a long 
monologue in Rajasthani, in a monotonous tone. As she 
speaks, Paul finds Trishna and Varija wiping away a few 
tears. Even Kapoor and his secretary seem impressed. 
Suddenly, Jeevu stops talking, gets up and takes refuge 
against Paul’s body. 


Kapoor Singh finally begins to speak English, in a calmer 
and slightly mocking tone. 


— So you want to do a “modern” devadasi in India, Paul? 
-Itis an offer. 


-It’s a good idea. We thought about it at WACCA or 
elsewhere. But transforming Indian religion into folklore is 
not for tomorrow. All these people who defy the law and who 
worship Yellamma, for them it’s real, for real. If they are told 
that devadasi is for pretending, it will not work. These guys 
want prostitutes. They want to sleep with little girls! It’s their 
sport! And it’s not about to stop. Moreover, you know very 
well that the girl’s family wants to get rid of her for rupees... 


Kapoor Singh says something in Rajasthani to Trishna and 
Varija. Then he addresses Paul again. 


-Paul! Of course, I heard your whole story. I know 
everything you have done and everything you are doing for 
this child. You even want to adopt her! My question is why? 


Paul, reassured, turning to Sabita for a moment. 


-Someone advised me not to talk to you about 
coincidences, “signs.” So I’m just going to tell you to save 
Jeevu from devadasi, begging and prostitution. And that’s 
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why I want to be her adoptive father, because I think that in 
France there is a guarantee that this devadasi thing will stop. 
But... in saying that, I’m only saying half of what motivates 
me. 


— Do you really believe in signs, Paul? 


-No. 1am a scientist. I don’t believe in anything! But, you 
see, India threw signs at me and I can’t help it! When I arrived 
at the small square with the fountain, my guide had just 
chased away some kids who were begging. But Jeevu, she 
wasn’t begging. She was just sitting there, in that nook, all 
alone. Only protected by her alignments of objects. And that 
was a first shock for me, because I know this kind of children, 
I work with them. And immediately understood her autism. 


—Is that a sign? 


- The signs become signs by dint of accumulating. Things 
could have ended there and I would have returned to France, 
alone. With my tourist guide, Gurjee, we were going to eat at 
a cousin’s house. And Jeevu arrives at this cousin’s, a young 
couple with their baby, because she used to come and eat 
there in the evening. Second coincidence, chance! What else 
to say? 


- And that’s when she called you her “Aatmik Pita?” Third 
sign! 


- Wait, Kapoor! There is the coincidence of accidents. I 
then had time to check and recheck. The deaths of my wife 
and my daughter, the deaths of Jeevu’s father and mother 
seem to have happened at the same time. Of course, I’m a 
scientist. And I know perfectly well that there are thousands 
of fatal accidents every day in India, as in France. And by 
crossing the probabilities it is not so extraordinary that 
accidents are simultaneous between India and France. It’s 
pure coincidence! But this chance, added to the other 
chances, begins to become something other than chance. And 
it’s a scientist who tells you that! 
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— And you believe in telepathy then? 

Paul laughing. 

- No, Kapoor! I don’t believe in telepathy at all! 
Paul regains his seriousness. 


— That night, the first night after Lisa and Léa disappeared, 
I was certainly in a state of shock. I had a hallucination. 
That’s all. Okay. Except that at the other end of the planet, the 
little one there, also in a state of shock, experienced a 
hallucination, let’s say, complementary to mine. We talked 
about this again with Jeevu. That’s when she started 
imagining her Aatmik Pita. As a scientist, I can just say “post- 
traumatic syndrome.” But as a... human being, emotions 
drove me. I opened my arm. She came to stick against me and 
we both cried. That’s all, Kapoor! 


Kapoor Singh, seems touched by this story. To keep his 
composure, he glances at his secretary’s note cards. The 
Indians remain silent, even Varija. Jeevu hugs Paul tighter, as 
if she sensed the importance of what was at stake and the 
imminence of the decision that was going to be made. Kapoor 
Singh raises his head, looks at Paul. 


— You know Paul. I don’t know what it is in France, but in 
India we are divided... Science... Religion... The “signs,” all 
that... It’s a bit... everything is mixed up. You see. I would say 
that these... coincidences are the basis of your feeling of 
paternal love for Jeevu. And this is precious and necessary. 
You're not going to adopt Jeevu just because “we have to save 
her from the devadasi.” It wouldn’t be enough. So these signs 
are important for me, for all of us. We trust you, Paul, and we 
will try to help you with your project. Okay? 


Paul nods affirmatively, his eyes shining and charged with 
gratitude. He tilts his head towards Jeevu, who is looking at 
him. He looks up at Kapoor Singh. 
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-Mr. Singh, I have a... serious question regarding 
adoption. I read the texts well. And it is mentioned that a 
single man cannot adopt a girl. We do not know gay 
pedophiles in India? 


Kapoor Singh narrows his eyes. 


-You know, Paul, India is a country full of paradoxes. 
Preventing a single man from adopting a girl, but allowing it 
for a boy, is a sexist paradox. I know it, we know it! In India 
we see very well a man raping a young girl and that is why 
the devadasi exists. It is forbidden for adoption, but it is 
tolerated in religion. Paradox! We don’t think a single man 
will rape a little boy, because we don’t want to see 
homosexuality in our beautiful country. Paradox! The law 
prohibits devadasi, rape, relations with minors, but all of 
these are practiced in India. Paradox! Our country straddles 
modernity and tradition, secularism and religion. Paradox! 
So, Paul, don’t worry about your adoption plan. We'll see! 


Kapoor Singh turns to his secretary, bends over the file, 
mumbles something to her in the Indian language, snatches 
the file from her hands. File that he flies over and from which 
he draws a form that he annotates and signs immediately. 


~ It’s okay, Paul. For me it’s OK. Jeevana at Shantideva. You 
at Shantideva. You teach her French, whatever you want, and 
I want to see you later with all the adoption papers, okay? 


Paul, shyly. 
— We just got an apartment at the Ratan Vilas... 
Kapoor Singh, without looking up from the file. 


-Got an apartment? It’s very well! Jeevu can therefore 
sleep at your place every night. 


Paul is radiant. Kapoor Singh stands up and looks at him 
teasingly, waving his index finger at Paul, a carnivorous 
smile. 
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-Paul... You're going to find yourself a pretty Indian 
woman, okay? 
-I willtry, sir! Thank you Kapoor! 


All the Indians get up and start talking to each other, 
happy with this outcome. Jeevu extends her arms to Paul. He 
picks her up and carries her against him. They look happy. 


* 


Shahid Mehta, a handsome, late thirties, efficient-looking, 
family lawyer, who speaks good English and a little French, 
knocks on the loft door and peeks at the statuette of Ganesh 
in its niche. Jeevu opens him. The lawyer enters. 


Shahid Mehta looks around. 

— Nice apartment you have there! 

Paul smiled at him. 

- A stroke of luck, yes. But sit down, please. 


-I have read your email Paul. Your whole story. You 
should make a novel out of it! Or a movie! I am not joking. 
There is tragedy and adventure and many other ingredients... 


Paul smiles. 
— And love! 


— Yes! Love too. You are right, it shows. So you're expecting 
me to do the paperwork for an adoption? That’s it? 


Paul nods his head affirmatively. 


- Yes that’s it. We communicate by email, phone, whatever 
you want... 


— WhatsApp? 


—WhatsApp, okay. You send me the papers, the forms, I 
sign and so on. The goal for me is to devote myself entirely to 
this child and to Shantideva, without having to run to the 
right and to the left. How’s it going? 
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-It will be fine, Paul. We will go step by step. The first, 
since WACCA itself has allowed you to live here, with 
Jeevana, and take care of her, is to formalize all this with a 
national trusteeship. So you would be Jeevana Chandwali’s 
tutor in India. Only in India. But well, it’s a first step. Okay? 


- Okay, Sir! 


-And then, afterwards, we will see to go international 
without too much delay. We'll see... 


-Could you explain to Jeevu, in a few words and in 
Rajasthani, what you are going to do? 


Shahid Mehta says a few words to Jeevu who ends up 
nodding affirmatively. 


— Very well, Mister Mehta, thank you. And... For your fees? 


* 


Three months have passed. Paul is very involved with Jeevu 
and Shantideva. Sabita admires Paul’s initiatives, such as the 
introduction of tables, chairs, in classrooms, workshops, 
under trees and eating places. Paul discusses with Pooja and 
they bring in an NGO to explain to the girls sexuality, 
contraception and intimate hygiene, all the taboos of India 
towards women. Paul gives lessons in English and French, 
math, science, internet, general knowledge. 


Jeevu participates in the classrooms and in the workshops, 
but she keeps her particularities, like her needs to go around 
in circles in the courtyard, to contemplate things. Paul brings 
Jeevu to a music and singing master with other children. 
Jeevu is also learning to dance. 


* 


Paul is at his apartment, in front of his laptop, in video under 
WhatsApp with his sister Muriel, a young woman in her early 
thirties. Paul smiles at the screen. 


Muriel shakes her head in surprise. 
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~ My dear brother will always surprise me. So, you told me 
that you are going to India on a “pilgrimage,” the quotation 
marks are yours, Iremind you, and you tell me that you want 
to adopt a little Indian girl! 


Muriel starts laughing. 
— You are amazing! You are truly amazing! 
Paul accompanies her laughter. 


-That’s life, Muriel, that’s life! I’ll tell you, really! I let 
myself be carried. I have decided nothing, or very little! In 
fact, I haven’t thought about it. I tell you, I let myself be 
carried away by India. It’s like that! 


-Yes! I read and re-read your story and, it’s true, it’s a 
string of circumstances, of coincidences. This is miraculous! 
she laughs. 


- What is she doing at the moment? Is she with you? 


- Yes! She’s taking a nap in her room. And then we'll go to 
Masuriya, to the park, as usual. Do you want to see her? 


— Oh yes! 


-I bring the laptop. But you don’t say anything, so as not 
to wake her up. 


Paul brings the laptop and directs it to film Jeevu for a few 
seconds sleeping in her bed. Then he returns to his office 
table. 

— So? 


-Oh, how cute! Hope the adoption works out for both of 
you. We can’t wait for her to arrive in France. Tell them that 
here in France, the whole family is waiting for Jeevu with lots 
of love in store! 


Paul starts laughing, happy. 
- Oh wait, I think she just woke up. Ah, here is our Jeevu! 


Come on Jeevu, it’s Muriel. 
Y 
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Jeevu rubs her eyes. 
— Hello Muriel. Sébastien? Stéphane? 
-— Yes my darling. Hold on, I’ll get them. 


Muriel disappears from the screen and returns with 
Stéphane, a handsome man in his mid-thirties, husband of 
Muriel and an engineer by profession. He is holding little boy 
Sébastien, 3 years old, in his arms. Muriel gets Sébastien wave 
hello. Jeevu answers him with her hand. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are in the arrival hall of Jodhpur airport. Jeevu 
is in front of the bay windows, contemplating the planes she 
sees for the first time so close. Chandra Khan-Duclos, a young 
man in his early thirties, mixed race, is the correspondent in 
India for the association ESI — “Enfants-Soleil-Inde.” He is 
binational France-India and takes care of adoptions for this 
country. Today, to make the trip from New Delhi, he is 
accompanied by Florence, a young blonde woman, in her late 
twenties, French, doctoral student in ethnology at ESI. 


Everyone greets each other and they start talking about 
the trip while having tea and some pastries in a snack bar at 
the airport. Florence is immediately interested in little Jeevu 
and exchanges a few words in French with her. Florence is 
amazed at Jeevu’s verbal fluency. To reach the airport exit, 
Jeevu immediately hands over to Florence. In the taxi the 
discussions continue. 


* 


They arrive at the Ratan Vilas where Trishna was waiting for 
them at the reception. In the dark hallway, as Paul opens the 
door, everyone glances at the statuette of Ganesh in its niche 
and smiles. As soon as they enter the apartment, Jeevu leads 
Florence and Trishna to her room to show them her dolls, her 
plastic animals and her books. Paul and Chandra Khan- 
Duclos go out on the terrace. Chandra is amazed. 
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— Wow! What a view! Is that Mehrangarh over there? 
- Yes, the fort! Impressive, huh? 
Chandra shakes his head in awe. 


- You are really well settled. I saw, she has her little room, 
it’s great! 


Paul and Chandra return to the apartment. 


-As I told you, Paul, your situation seemed so 
extraordinary to me that I preferred to come and see you. 
And see where you live. After you, I’m going to see 
Shantideva this afternoon, and tomorrow morning I have an 
appointment with WACCA. That way, I’ll see everything and 
everyone, and we'll be able to make a great adoption file! 
Ham, what I propose... I’m going to chat here with the Indian 
ladies, in their language and then, Florence, you chat with 
Paul on the terrace or... where you want? 


- Okay, Chandra. Florence? ... 
* 
Florence is also very impressed. 
— Oh dear! That’s great! 


- That’s Mehrangarh Fort over there. Come, let’s sit in the 
shade. I will be back... 


Florence settles under a pergola. Paul slips away and 
quickly returns with two glasses and a drink. 


- So Florence, what are you a trainee in? 


—lIam just starting my thesis in ethnology. In fact, I’m still 
at the stage of choosing my subject. But I have some idea, all 
the same. I would like to focus on an Indian, religious, 
tradition, and confront it to modern India. 


— Oh, oh, I see. So, for now it’s open... 
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-In fact, when I read what you had... Uh, can we say 
“you?” 


Paul nods in agreement. 
— Yeah, yeah. 


- What you wrote, on the devadasi, there I said to myself 
that it could be a great subject. I immediately read a lot of 
stuff on the internet and it confirmed to me that I hold the 
subject for my thesis. I spoke to my supervisor about it and 
he agreed. I just have to reduce... 


Paul smiles, accomplice. 


-I know yes. I did a thesis in education sciences. I know 
the song! 


— Okay! So you “married” Jeevana? 
y y 


Paul nods his head ostensibly, pursed mouth, eyes wide 
open, comically. 


— Hu, Hu. I tell you about the marriage? 
Florence pulls out her smartphone. 
- Oh yes! Can I record you? 


Paul describes to Florence everything he went through 
during the Devadasi marriage and Florence, while recording, 
jots down a few questions on a pad. They discuss at length 
the devadasi, the meeting with Jeevu, the negotiations with 
the families and the adoption project. As this discussion 
progresses, the current seems to flow well between Paul and 
Florence. There are looks, smiles, laughters, which show that 
they like each other. 


* 


Glass in hand, Chandra joins Paul and Florence on the terrace. 
Jeevu also arrives and goes to do her mechanical walk around 
the terrace. Trishna gestures to Paul that she has to go back. 
Paul fills Chandra’s glass. 
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- Thank you, Paul. Florence, is it OK for you? 


- Yes, it’s fine, yes. We thoroughly discussed devadasi, it’s 
fascinating for an ethnologist. I think I got my thesis topic 
right! 


-— Good, very well! So Paul. Regarding your adoption plan. I 
discussed well, on my side, with the Indians and... I find that 
you are already well engaged... 


He looks around him. 


-You live together, you take care of her very well, 
apparently. Education, love, everything needed for this little 
orphan to flourish and grow normally. Autism, well... 


He looks at Jeevu walking mechanically. 


— We see that! Well, it’s still light, but you mustn’t make an 
educational error. You have to understand how it works and 
adapt to it, but for you I think it’s OK. She speaks French very 
well! 


-It’s a high-functioning autism. Her intelligence is of a 
very good level. I am helping her catch up on her normal 
school level and she has a gift for languages. In Shantideva 
she works her Rajasthani, but also Hindi and English. Iam in 
charge of French. 


— Trishna told me that Jeevu is part-time at Shantideva. So 
how are the days going? 


-In the mornings, there are classroom and workshop at 
Shanti and in the afternoons, a short nap at my place, then I 
give her some more classroom in French. Finally, around four 
p.m. we go to Masuriya Park... Do you see the hill over there? 
It’s here. She can let off steam, play there. There are mothers 
and their children. It’s also a bit of a ritual. She needs that 
stability and predictability. 


- Good, very well. I tell you frankly, for me it’s OK. I intend 
to make a very favorable report. Now you just have to go to 
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France to meet the ESI headquarters in Paris and also get a 
PSE certificate . You know that, I guess. 


- Yes! Thank you, Chandra! I will do that. Go to France. 
Seeing my family again will do me good. Now Jeevu is well 
surrounded, it should be fine. 


Chandra turns to Florence. 

— Well? Florence? Are you coming with me to Shantideva? 
—Oh yes. 

Florence looks at Paul smiling, questioning. 


-If, afterwards, you want to come back, so that we can talk 
again... Or do I invite you both to the hotel restaurant? 


-—Ooh! Thanks Paul, but I have some work to catch up on. 
But Florence... it’s up to you. 


Paul addressing Florence. 


~ There, we are going to Masuriya, with the little one. Do 
we Say 7 p.m. downstairs, in the restaurant? 


- All right, Paul! That way I too would have time to take 
some notes. 


-Paul. Tomorrow, therefore, I will also see Kapoor, at 
WACCA. We both know each other well. 


- Oh yes! One hell of a guy! Surprising! He released a verse 
on the paradoxes of India... 


Chandra smiles. 


— Ah! The paradoxes of India! This is his great specialty! 


* 


Paul, Jeevu and Florence are seated at the hotel restaurant. 
The meal takes place in a good mood. Jeevu is honored. 
Florence talks a lot with the child. But Paul and Florence cast 
tender glances and smiles at each other. Under the table, 
Florence’s bare foot touches and caresses Paul’s ankle. 
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* 


Paul is at the entrance to Jeevu’s room. The little one fell 
asleep. 


Florence, in the hallway leading to the loft, makes a slight 
knock-knock, for form. She glances at the statuette of Ganesh 
in its niche. And gently she opens the door and enters. The 
young woman will put her hands on Paul’s shoulders. He 
turns around, takes Florence in his arms and they kiss. Paul 
and Florence, entwined, go out onto the terrace, lit only by 
the lights of the city. They sit on the swing, still intertwined 
and look at the illuminated Mehrangarh fort in the distance. 
They talk together, caress, flirt, laugh. They get up. Paul 
carries Florence on his back and they go back to the loft. In 
the loft they motion to each other not to make a sound, 
suppressing their laughter. In Paul’s bed, they are half-naked 
under the sheets and they make love very slowly, without 
noise. 


Later, Paul is lying on his back, Florence has put her head 
on Paul’s chest. She recovers. 


~I liked it, my Paul... And you? 


-Me too. My Flo! Since Lisa’s death... This is my first 
experience... Thank you Florence, for this magnificent 
moment. 


— That is true? It makes... 


-Almost a year. You know, I’ve come a long way. My 
philosophical question, at the start, was... Why love such 
fragile beings, who can disappear overnight? 


— And you had decided not to love anymore? 


-It’s a bit like that. A stupid reaction of anger and 
disappointment after the deaths of Lisa and Léa. And then... 
Jeevu came... She fixed me, sort of. Realize: I could lose Jeevu 
at any moment. Tomorrow, my lawyer can tell me that she 
has been referred for national adoption, to an Indian couple. 
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And Jeevu, it’s over. I just have to go back to France and 
mourn again, as they say. And... You see, despite that, I love 
Jeevu, as if she were already my adopted daughter. 


— Love heals everything, even heartache. Didn’t you know 
that? 


- No. Ithought love was indestructible... 
- But he is! No? 


- Yes, now, yes. But it is indestructible not in the sense that 
the beings we love would be eternal. But in the sense that it is 
love itself that is eternal. A feeling that transcends beings. In 
Buddhism one speaks of universal love, I believe, or 
something like that. 


— And there, you love me? 
— Of course, Flo. 
Their mouths meet and kiss. 


-I too have a very strong feeling for you. Where is that 
from? Like that? Suddenly? One discusses an afternoon 
together and hop, that’s it, love shows up? How do you 
explain that? Is this universal love? 


- Yes. One could explain that by saying that we live in an 
ocean of love, but we don’t feel it. And then, from time to 
time, a wave comes up and knocks us down. It may not 
depend on us, but on the ocean... I don’t know, after all! 


-Hum... Am I sleeping here? Against you? 
Paul thinks. 
- Paul? 


-I’m sorry, but that’s going to complicate things. It would 
be better... 


- No problem Paul. I understand. 
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-—And it’s not just Jeevu. But it is also Shantideva, India. 
Here there are other values. You see? 
— Han, han, it’s not free love? 
- Yeah, that’s right, well said. It’s not free love! 


They laugh softly. Then, Florence, plays the false 
disappointment. 


— Well, Flo is leaving. Last kiss? 


They kiss each other’s lips and look at each other lovingly. 
Then, Florence gets up, gets dressed and leaves, with a last 
kiss blown from the hand for Paul. 


* 


A month later. Desk, computer, law books lined up on 
shelves, Paul is in the office of his lawyer Shahid Mehta. The 
lawyer questions him. 


— You are alone? 
Paul nods. 


- Eh yes! I’m starting to wean her. She must prepare for my 
stay in France. But she is fine in Shantideva. 


—So I met the two families, in Shaitrapur and Jaisalmer, 
and they all signed the forms. They renounce Jeevana. Thus, 
WACCA was able to do what is necessary with the 
administrations and Jeevana is declared adoptable nationally 
and internationally, with special needs. In addition, WACCA, 
with the support of Kapoor Singh, has mentioned you as a 
priority target for adoption. 


Paul smiles. 
— Well, great! 
— Now it’s up to you, Paul! When are you leaving? 


-In two days. My two appointments are fixed. First the 
headquarters of the ESI when arriving in Paris, then the PSE 
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near my home. I will spend 2-3 days with my family. It will 
do me good. 


— Well, I hope the interviews will go well in France. Are 
you ready? 


-I think yes. The file looks good. In any case, good news: 
Shantideva recruited me and I have a renewable work visa. I 
can stay in India almost as long as I want. It’s a plan Bin case 
it doesn’t work in France. 


-On this subject, for the national guardianship, nothing 
for the moment. We are still waiting for the hearing with the 
judge. Sorry, Paul. 


— We wait... 


* 


Paul, Jeevu, Trishna and Sabita, are at the airport for Paul’s 
departure for France. Jeevu waddles, looking out the large 
bay window at planes taxiing, landing or taking off. Paul 
approaches her, one knee on the ground, he speaks to her 
softly. Jeevu is grimacing, on the verge of crying. She pulls a 
small smartphone out of her jacket pocket. Paul puts his 
smartphone next to Jeevu’s and nods affirmatively looking at 
the child. Suddenly, she runs to take refuge against Trishna’s 
belly. 


Paul talks a bit with Trishna and Sabita. Then, after 
looking at a large wall clock, he leans towards Jeevu one last 
time and places a kiss on her forehead. Paul goes to the 
controls. The crowd of travelers ends up hiding him from 
view. Jeevu, looking very sad, walks in the airport exit hall, 
between Sabita and Trishna, holding their hands. 


* 


Paul opens the gate of a private garden. A dog comes to 
celebrate him, Paul caresses it vaguely while looking in front 
of him, smiling. Stéphane, Muriel, with little Sébastien 
clinging to his mother, are on the steps of their house and 
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smile at Paul, making him gestures of welcome. Paul goes to 
them. Stéphane, Muriel and Sébastien go down to meet him. 
Paul hugs his sister. Then he hugs Stéphane. He then leans 
towards Sébastien, who finally agrees to be taken in Paul’s 
arms. All four enter the house. 


Paul is sitting on the sofa in the living room, Stéphane and 
Muriel are each in an armchair and are unpacking the little 
present from India that Paul has given them. Sébastien is 
sitting on the rug near the coffee table and is playing with a 
Ganesh-plush from India. He wanted a plush “like Jeevu.” 
Muriel gets up first and goes to kiss Paul to thank him. Paul 
stands up and hugs his sister. Stéphane will in turn give a 
warm hug to Paul. Muriel encourages Sébastien to give Paula 
kiss. Stéphane slips away. Muriel talks to Sébastien about the 
stuffed Ganesh with four arms. 


Paul surreptitiously glances at his smartphone. He purses 
his lips, worried and closes the smartphone. 


Stéphane comes back with a laptop. Muriel settles down on 
the sofa, facing the screen and motions for Paul to come and 
sit next to her. Stéphane sits next to her. Little Sebastien is 
sitting on the floor and looking at the screen. Stéphane bends 
down and launches a WhatsApp session. The parents of Paul 
and Muriel, in their sixties, appear on the screen. 


Father: “Ah, hello Paul! It’s nice to see you again, you 
know. But you look in shape, say so!” 


Mother: “Hi Paul, my darling!” 
Paul: “Dad, mom, you look good too!” 


Father: “Yes, Paul, are you still coming to see us 
tomorrow?” 


Paul: “Yes, no problem. I spend the morning with Muriel 
and Stéphane and in the afternoon I leave and I will arrive at 
your place in the middle of the afternoon.” 


Mother: “Wasn’t the separation too hard for Jeevu?” 
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Paul: “I would say she was very brave. She didn’t cry at the 
airport, but it was close! Well, now she is well surrounded 
with Shantideva, her young aunt and her friends.” 


Mother, wiping away a tear: “Are you still in the apartment 
together?” 


Paul: “Yes, mum. Everything is going well. We have our 
little rhythm of life between Shantideva and the apartment. 
That’s fine!” 

Father: “So, how is the adoption progressing?” 

Paul: “It’s progressing, dad. In Paris I saw the ESI, you 
know the association that manages adoptions. And, this 


morning, I saw the PSE in the Dordogne. Both meetings went 
really well. Ithink we’re on our way to adoption.” 


Father: “What else do you have to do?” 


Paul: “The rest will happen in India. There, we await a 
hearing with a family court judge. Well, it should be coming 
soon! I hope!” 


Father: “With your mother, we can’t wait to meet your 
little Indian!” 
Muriel: “We too, dad, mom, it’s going to be great!” 


Father: “Yes my darling daughter, we need to expand our 
family...” 


* 


Paul is playing a little in the garden with little Sébastien and 
Muriel. But he struggles to really be what he does. He often 
looks at his smartphone, always worried. 


* 


Paul, Muriel, Stéphane, Sébastien are seated and eat together. 
The atmosphere is good, but Paul still seems worried. 


* 
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Paul is in the guest bedroom and is about to go to bed. Muriel 
talks with her brother, who is more and more worried. Both 
look worried. Stéphane arrives and stands on the threshold of 
the room. He questions Paul. 


— How long has she contacted you? 


-Yesterday, early afternoon, I sent her a WhatsApp 
message on the little smartphone I gave her. And she 
answered me. Today, same, WhatsApp message, but no 
response yet. 


— Well, maybe she didn’t have time to answer you. 
- Yeah. I don’t know. It bothers me a bit... 
— Didn’t you call Shantideva? 


-No not yet! I was waiting for an answer from Jeevu and 
then, the journey, the evening at your house... I didn’t have 
much time. And then, now, with the jet lag, it’s dark in India. 


- Okay, listen Paul. Let the night pass, and then tomorrow 
morning you call Shantideva! 


Paul smiled shyly at his sister, still worried. 


* 


Paul is in bed, he is not sleeping. The luminous digital alarm 
clock displays 6:12 a.m. His smartphone starts to ring and 
vibrate on the bedside table. Paul seizes it immediately. It’s 
Sabita. 


— Hello, Sabita? 
— Paul? 


- Yes, Sabita. What is going on? I have no message from 
Jeevu. 


-Oh, Paul! What a misfortune! Jeevu disappeared 
yesterday. We look for her everywhere. The police are 
notified. We haven't found her yet. 
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Sabita is on the verge of tears. 

-I’m so sorry Paul... 

— But how did it happen? 

—We don’t really know. She was taking her short walk in 
the courtyard. And we realized that she was no longer there. 
We searched everywhere in Shantideva and then we called 
the police. 

- But was she able to get out? 


-Listen Paul, the gate was ajar as usual. But I don’t 
understand how it happened. No strangers were seen in the 
courtyard. 


— Well! Sabita, I’ll take the first flight. Okay? I return as 
soon as possible. 


— Are your appointments done? 


- Yes, yes, Sabita, it’s done and it went very well. I need to 
find a flight quickly. Come on, see you soon Sabita. Don’t 
worry, it will work out. 


Paul sends a text message to Shahid Mehta, his lawyer, 
announcing the disappearance of Jeevu and he asks him for 
information. Then, Paul displays a page of return flights to 
India. 


* 


Paul goes to the kitchen looking at his smartphone. He talks 
to his sister Muriel, who looks dismayed and has tears in her 
eyes. Stéphane appears, learns the news and takes Muriel in 
his arms to support her. 


— Well, I eat a little and I go home right away. I really don’t 
have the heart to go see Mom and Dad. During the day I will 
call them, hoping that I have something to reassure them. 


— Are you going back to India, then? 


-I have my flight back at Toulouse tomorrow evening. 
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* 
Paul is in his car, driving home. The smartphone hangs 
prominently on the dashboard. Paul glances at it anxiously. 


A good hour later, Paul arrives at home. He waits for the 
end of the opening of the sliding gate. He then receives a 
WhatsApp call from Shahid Mehta. 


— Paul! I have news, but it remains worrying. It would be a 
failed kidnapping, starting from Shantideva. We don’t know 
how they got her out. They put her on a rickshaw... 


-A rickshaw?! Why not by bike! 


- Yes, Paul, it’s strange. In any case, they were driving too 
fast and they had an accident. A collision. The individuals 
were taken to task, the police arrived, but meanwhile Jeevu 
fled. It seems that it happened like this. 


— Have the guys been arrested? 


-Yes. I had the police. For the moment they are 
imprisoned at the police station and the police are trying to 
find out who is behind the kidnapping. But now, I have no 
other news. Jeevu is currently untraceable. 


-Okay, thanks for all the information. Did you get 
WACCA? 


- Yes, Paul. I had Kapoor. They follow the case. 
— And in Shantideva? 


-Sabita is at its worst, you can imagine! She feels 
responsible! 


- She is, indeed. Jeevu was under her watch. Well... 
— Are you going home then? 


- Yes, Shahid. Tomorrow, around noon, I’ll be in Jodhpur. 


* 
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Paul is in the departure lounge at Toulouse-Blagnac airport. 
He writes an SMS: “Florence darling big big problem Jeevu has 
been kidnapped. It looks like she escaped. We’re looking for 
her... I’m going back to India right away. It will be for 
another time for both of us... Kisses+++ <3.” The SMS sent, 
Paul displays his plane ticket on the smartphone. He slung 
his bag over his shoulder and joined the boarding line. 


* 


The aircraft cabin is in the night lighting position. In the 
dark, Paul is very anxious and can’t sleep. He wonders who 
could have wanted to kidnap Jeevu. Thoughts swirl in his 
head, fantasies, where he sees Sajiv paying goons... Sajiv 
getting pressure from a priest... A priest paying goons... 
Female devadasi... Feminine male devadasi... The Goddess 
Yellamma... 


* 


Paul and Mahin Govindassamy leave the baggage carousel 
and exit the small Jodhpur airport. Kapoor Singh gets out of a 
cab and greets Paul, inviting him to get into the cab in the 
back with him. Mahin sits in the front. The driver puts Paul’s 
luggage in the trunk. Kapoor Singh questions Paul. 


— Are you OK ? 
Paul nods Indian style. 


-It’s very hard. I’m terribly worried. But thank you for 
coming to welcome me. 


Paul puts his hand on the shoulder of Mahin seated in the 
front. 


~- Thank you Mahin. 
He turns to Kapoor Singh. 
- Anything new? 


Kapoor puts a hand on Paul’s arm. 
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- Nothing, Paul, sorry. Jeevu must be somewhere! 
— The police? Does it give anything? 
Kapoor spreads his forearms and purses his lips helplessly. 


-They didn’t investigate on the side of the desert? The 
Padmashali? The priests? Temples? 


Kapoor sighs fatalistically. 


-You know Paul, we are in India. Here Jeevu doesn’t 
matter much. I don’t know if they will put as many resources 
into the investigation. They searched Shantideva, to no avail. 


- The two guys they took, what did it give? 


— Nothing, I think. They were unable to give the identity of 
their mastermind. 


Mahin turns to Paul. 
- Look, it’s a newspaper clipping, with Jeevu’s photo. 


Paul takes the clipping. The photo is of very poor quality, 
pixelated, Jeevu is barely recognizable in it. It seems to be a 
wanted notice, written in Hindi, very brief, with a prominent 
phone number. 


Then, Mahin gives Paul another clipping with a short news 
item written in English and waves to Paul that he can keep it 
all. 


Paul looks out the window at the road traffic around them. 
He feels very sad and anxious. 


* 


Desperate, Paul slowly climbs the dark staircase that leads to 
the loft. He follows the dark hallway. In front of the door, 
automatically, he glances at the statuette of Ganesh in its 
niche. He’s opening the door. The interior is lit with subdued 
light that filters through shutters. Just as he crosses the 
threshold, he is seized with an inner vertigo, as if the 
universe is extinguished and reignited in the blink of an eye. 
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Paul enters, closes the door. Drop his luggage on the floor. 
He cranks the shutters open and the harsh light from the 
terrace streams into the apartment. He opens the glass door 
leading to the terrace, takes a step forward, leaves and, at that 
moment, he finally breaks down, silently bursts into tears, 
his gaze turned towards the blue sky. When suddenly... 


—Bapu! 


Paul turns around, incredulous. Jeevu is there. He opens 
his arms and the child throws himself into them and clings to 
her bapu... 


Paul is on his knees and holds Jeevu tight against him. He 
cries of joy. Jeevu grimaces too, but without tears. Paul gets 
up and carries Jeevu clinging tightly to his neck. They go to 
sit on the terrace, on the swing. 


— So Jeevu, what happened? 


—Jeevu she saw the plush, which moves like that. So Jeevu 
she believed bapu he comes back and he makes a joke. She 
goes to see the plush. 


In the courtyard of Shantideva, at the half-open gate, a 
stuffed animal is being shaken by an invisible hand. Jeevu 
stops walking in circles, looks at this strange stuffed animal 
and goes towards it with her funny little smile. 


-The mean grabs Jeevu and the other mean rolls the 
rickshaw really quickly! Very quickly! 


As soon as the child is near the stuffed animal, a man 
appears and grabs Jeevu. He drags her suddenly onto a 
rickshaw where another man is waiting and takes off with a 
bang. 


- The rickshaw makes boom! Boom! In the other rickshaw. 
All the people are shouting very loudly. Very loudly! Jeevu 
she runs very quickly! Very quickly! 


The rickshaw drives very fast and at the intersection of 
two alleys, it hits another rickshaw carrying a woman and 
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two men in addition to the driver. The three men come down 
and shout at the two kidnappers. The driver calls the police 
on his smartphone. Jeevu takes the opportunity to get off the 
rickshaw and run away at full speed . Paul questions the child 
again. 


— And after? Where have you been? 


—Jeevu she runs very quickly and she hides in the park. 
She hides in the leaves. 


Jeevu runs very fast through alleys and enters the small 
park where Shantideva’s girls are going. She hides in bushes. 


- Then it is dark and Jeevu runs very quickly! Very quickly! 
At the hotel, Tuka is watching the movie. Jeevu she passes 
very quickly! Tuka he doesn’t see Jeevu. And Jeevu she rides 
here. 


It’s night. Jeevu comes out of her hiding place and starts 
running through the alleys. Jeevu enters the Ratan Vilas 
Hotel and sneaks down the reception counter, while Tuka 
watches TV, and climbs the stairs to the apartment. Paul 
questions Jeevu again. 


- But, why didn’t you go to Shantideva? 

—Jeevu she is afraid of the means in Shantideva. 
- And why didn’t you tell Tuka? He is nice Tuka! 
—Jeevu she’s scared... 


Jeevu arrives in the darkened hallway that leads to the loft. 
On tiptoe, she lifts the statuette to take the key to the loft. 


- And after that, you took the key that we hid under the 
Ganesh, right?! 


Jeevu nods affirmatively. 
- Thank you Ganesh! 
Paul smiles at her tenderly and hugs her for a moment 


longer. Then he pulls himself together. 
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— Well, that’s not all! My dear. Everyone should be warned! 
First Kapoor and then Sabita! 


Paul pulls out his smartphone. 


* 


Sabita, Trishna and Inayat arrive at the apartment. Trishna 
and Inayat hug Jeevu, moved. Paul holds Sabita against him. 
Sabita is on the verge of tears. 


Paul is reassuring. 

—Come on, Sabita, it will be fine. 
—I will never forgive myself! 
Paul plays appeasement. 


~ It’s okay Sabita. Staring at Jeevu all day is unrealistic. She 
was Safe in that courtyard. The gate’s been ajar for decades I 
guess. Because Shantideva is open to girls coming to you for 
help. That’s all! All responsibility lies with the kidnappers. 
Not to you. 


Sabita looks Paul in the eyes. 
—- Who are they? Why? 


- One thinks irresistibly of the devadasi. This is a strong 
assumption. Otherwise, why attack this child in particular? 
Plus, the trick of the plush to attract her is that they knew 
who Jeevu is and her weakness. I believe Jeevu is in danger 
now. 


There’s a knock on the loft door. Paul will open. They are 
Mahin and Kapoor. Paul greets them and shows them Jeevu 
texting on WhatsApp, with Trishna and Inayat watching her, 
announcing her reappearance to everyone. All adults talk to 
each other. 


* 


Suddenly, Paul has the impression that the ambient sound 
has almost completely faded. There is a strange light on the 
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scene of the world. People seem to him to function in slow 
motion, like puppets. He has the impression of being in an 
elsewhere and attending a play. It doesn’t last, but it leaves a 
strange impression on him. 


* 


Paul opens the door again and greets two policemen. They 
take a look around the apartment, chat with Paul and Kapoor 
Singh. A policeman quickly interrogates Jeevu, who hides the 
policeman’s eyes with her index finger. The police leave 
quickly. 


Paul turns to Kapoor Singh, annoyed. 
— Well, it was quickly done by the police. 


-Itold you, Paul, Jeevu isn’t much here. For them the case 
is closed. 


Paul is appalled. 
~ They’re not going to continue the investigation? 
Kapoor shakes his head negatively. 


-No, I don’t think so. In any case, one thing is certain, 
Jeevu is in danger in India. 


- That’s exactly what I was telling Sabita. 


— Well. I will contact the judge to expedite the hearing. It 
needs to go faster. In the meantime, keep an eye on Jeevu! 
What more can I say to you? 


Paul thinks hard. Kapoor Singh looks at him. 
- What are you thinking Paul? 


-Would you accept a move away from Rajasthan? I’m 
thinking of a tourist trip, with a guide, a group of French 
people, something like that? While waiting to be able to leave 
for France. 
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-If you had national guardianship, that would be perfect. 
Otherwise, maybe I could consider some kind of 
authorization. Anyway, keep me posted on this India travel 
plan. That seems like an interesting solution to me. Alright 
Paul? 


* 


Jeevu is sleeping. Paul goes out on the terrace. It’s night. Paul 
looks at a beautiful starry sky. Memories come back to him, of 
the time when his life was different... 


He is at the belvedere at home, sitting on the bench, on a 
beautiful summer night. There is a starry sky. Léa is sitting 
on the bench, her bust and her head on Paul’s thighs. He 
holds her in his arms. Paul then feels an intense emotion of 
love for his daughter. His eyes are shining with tears. 


* 


Two weeks later, a minibus marked “TOURIST” is driving ona 
congested Indian road. Paul jumped at the chance of a 
“spiritual” trip offered by Gurjee, in the company of a small 
group of French tourists. Finding Gurjee, the reassuring Sikh 
watrior, getting away from Rajasthan to visit northern India, 
immersing Jeevu in the French-speaking and taking a 
spiritual journey, so many arguments for Paul to accept such 
a project. 


Paul and Jeevu are in this minibus on their way to Patiala. 
Not to mention the available rear seat, they are seated on the 
right side, towards the back, in front of Hervé, in his early 
forties, like Paul, and Sonia, barely younger. Jeevu stares out 
the window swaying, fascinated by the new things she 
discovers. Paul has half turned in the seat to be able to 
converse with Hervé and Sonia. 


— You are ina relationship ? 


Hervé and Sonia look at each other smiling. It’s Hervé who 
answers him laughing. 
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— Well, no, failed! 

- It’s along friendship, explains Sonia. We travel together. 
Paul nods. 

- Okay. 

— And you ? This child? Is she your daughter? 


-Practically, yes. I have just obtained a national 
guardianship and I am progressing well towards an adoption. 


— With her autism, how are you? 


-As you can see, it’s not serious. A high-functioning 
autism. She is smart and communicates well. But she has her 
quirks. And then, I am a specialized teacher! 


— Okay! We both work in the same industry! I am a clinical 
psychologist, disabled childhood. And Sonia, she is a 
professor of psychology at the university. 


Paul nods impressed. Sonia questions him in turn. 
— But you came to India especially to adopt? 
— No! No way! It’s along story... 


Paul, kneeling in his seat, tells his story to Hervé and 
Sonia. Irene and Viviane, two friends, in their sixties, who 
travel together and who are seated on the left side of the 
minibus, mingle in listening. As Paul designates Gurjee while 
speaking about it, this one comes to join in the conversation 
by sitting down in the center of the back seat. 


- With all that, I had a concrete file and the judge granted 
me guardianship in India without any problem. Well, I can’t 
leave India with Jeevu, but northern India, as we’re going to 
do, no problem. 


- For the kidnapping, do you have any information? Gurjee 
asks. 


Paul shakes his head negatively, mimics annoyed. 
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Sonia is scared. 


— She was kidnapped?! 


* 


In Patiala, the French tourists get off the minibus, along with 
Paul and Jeevu. While chatting, the group crosses a very 
crowded little square and enters a restaurant. Jeevu looks 
nervous and does her mechanical walk. 


They are all going to sit at a long reserved table towards 
the back. The sound environment is very noisy with the large 
screen television hanging on the wall. Paul and Jeevu find 
themselves in front of the TV which is right above Gurjee’s 
head sitting opposite them. 


Soon they are eating. Jeevu covers her ears because there is 
too much noise. Paul asks Gurjee if one can turn down the TV. 
Gurjee challenges a waiter. A bartender raises his 
outstretched arm holding a remote control. Immediately, all 
the sounds in the restaurant become muffled, like when 
listening through a wall. All sounds, not just TV sounds. Paul 
and Jeevu look at each other surprised. Jeevu, while eating, 
does not lose a crumb of what is happening on the screen. 
Paul eats too, looking puzzled. He addresses Gurjee. 


- What’s going on, there’s no more sound? 


Gurjee, though seated across from him, does not seem to 
see or hear him. Paul shakes Herve’s arm a little, sitting to his 
left, but Hervé doesn’t react, as if Paul doesn’t exist. Paul is 
about to insist more strongly, but at that moment Jeevu lets 
out acry, pointing her finger at the TV. 


— Bapu! Looked! The death! 


Paul hears Jeevu perfectly well. On TV one sees a newsreel, 
a funeral procession, with the deceased covered in a white 
shroud and a heap of flowers. Then, very quickly, another 
news appears, concerning a cricket match. Paul gives up 
calling out to anyone and goes back to eating. 
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— Are you okay, Jeevu? 
Jeevu nods affirmatively. 
- Ask Sonia for the chapattis, please . 


Jeevu shakes Sonia’s arm, who is sitting on her right, but 
Sonia does not react. Paul motions for Jeevu to let it go. He 
looks at the entire assembly of French people around the 
table, but no one seems to notice him. Jeevu calls out to Paul 
again, arm outstretched toward the TV. 


— Bapu! Looked ! 


Paul raises his head and sees the bust of Yellamma 
springing from the TV screen. Jeevu stops eating and 
contemplates, fascinated, the goddess with hypnotic eyes. 
Paul looks at the French, turns in his seat for a moment, but 
no one seems to see the goddess. Those who watch TV look 
neutral like people who just watch the news on TV. Jeevu 
stretches her finger horizontally to hide the eyes of the 
goddess. 


The meal over, the French begin to get up. 


* 


Leaving the restaurant, Paul and Jeevu feel that they 
suddenly come out of their magic bubble and normally hear 
ambient noises, such as when emerging from the water of a 
swimming pool. Jeevu stops and puts her hands over her 
ears. Paul rubs her back affectionately to reassure her. 


— Weird! she says. 
Paul nods his head affirmatively. 
- Yes, darling, it’s weird, as you say. 


The group disperses in four rickshaws which run in single 
file. Paul is side-by-side with Gurjee and Jeevu is opposite 
with Sonia, who is chatting with Jeevu. 


Paul addresses Gurjee. 
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- So, this “spiritual” journey in northern India, does it start 
today? 


— Not today. It’s tomorrow. We are going to Amritsar. Do 
you know what a city is? 


Paul shakes his head negatively, pouting regretfully. 


- Amritsar is the capital of Punjab, but it is also the holy 
city of the Sikhs. There is the golden temple. And you'll see, 
it’s very spiritual. 


-—I have a question... Would it be possible to meet... gurus, 
meditation masters, priests? You see. 


-—Do you want to ask questions to a sadhu again? As you 
told me? 


- Yes, that’s it. I have a lot of questions. 


Paul leans over to Sonia, who has just paused her 
discussion with Jeevu. 


-Sonya! Did you see anything weird on the TV at the 
restaurant? 


Sonia slowly shakes her head negatively. 
- No. And you? 


— Did you see the procession with the dead? And after the 
cricket match? 


— Yes, Iremember that, yes. 

- Anda little later, there was not something strange? 
-—I don’t know, I didn’t pay much attention. 

Jeevu making the appropriate gestures with both arms. 
— Yellamma! She gets out Yellamma! 

— Have you seen Yellamma? Gurjee asks. 

Paul emphatic and bulging eyes. 


- Yes! She was bursting from the screen! 
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He spreads his two arms quickly and grimaces. 
- Chlaaak! 


Jeevu starts laughing. 


* 


The rickshaws disembark the French in front of a very 
decrepit fort-palace, which leads to mixed reactions. The 
group evaluates if they will visit this fort-palace or if they go 
elsewhere. Eventually everyone decides to visit the fort, the 
Qila Mubarak. At that moment, a funeral procession arrives 
from the end of the street, accompanied by a brass band. 
Jeevu starts jumping in place while flapping and she pulls 
Paul’s arm. 


-Bapu! We go see death! We go see the fire! We go see 
death! We go see the fire! 


~ It’s okay Jeevu, we'll go, wait a bit. Gurjee! 


Gurjee approaches Paul and Jeevu. Paul gestures to stop a 
pedal rickshaw. 


—I’m going to see the cremation with Jeevu. It’s important 
to her apparently. We can go there, yes? 


- Yes, you can, no problem. Do you want me to say to the 
rickshaw? 


- Yes, tell him to follow the procession slowly. Where’s the 
hotel? 


- Go ahead Paul, I have to join the others. I’m sending youa 
message, okay? 


Paul nods in agreement. He climbs into the rickshaw with 
Jeevu, happy and excited to go see the cremation. Gurjee 
instructs the driver. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are in the pedal rickshaw slowly following the 
funeral procession. Jeevu is still excited and flapping her 
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forearms. Paul puts his arm around her shoulders to calm her 
down. She will take refuge against him. 


Paul speaks to her kindly. 
- Are you okay, darling? 


Jeevu nods affirmatively and points to the pickup with the 
dead man lying in the dumpster. 


~The dead, he burns! she says, waving both her arms. He 
goes to heaven? 


- Yes, my darling, he is going to heaven. 
— Like papa? Like mama? 

- Yes, like papa, like mama. 

— Like Lisa? Like Léa? Poor Léa! 


-Yes, my darling, like Lisa and like poor Léa. All are in 
heaven. 


Jeevu says nothing more, but she hugs Paul tighter. 


A few minutes later, the procession stops for a moment 
and the pickup takes a path to the right, which descends to 
the edge of a river, where the cremation fires are installed. 
The crowd follows the pickup, which drives very slowly. Paul 
decides to leave the rickshaw. He pays the driver and takes 
Jeevu by the hand. They follow the crowd. 


Arrived at the edge of the water, Paul notices that the 
crowd is divided in two. The women and children will sit in 
the shadow of a large wall. The men disperse among the 
priests and go to render service to prepare the stake. Paul 
notifies an unoccupied cremation platform, where a few 
monkeys roam and goes to settle there with Jeevu. They sit at 
the top of the steps to get an overview of the cremations. 
Jeevu snuggled against him again. 


Paul and Jeevu observe the cremation ground and the 
rituals performed by the priests. The dead man, carried in his 
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white shroud, got out of the pick-up. Then, the priests carry 
him to the pyre and make him go around three times. Then 
the body is placed on the pyre. Men place logs on the sides 
and on the body. There are also flowers. Only the dead man’s 
head is visible. A priest recites incantations and pours liquid 
over the head. Kindling and straw are still placed on the body. 
Finally, men, armed with flaming torches, set fire to the top 
of the pyre and to the bottom, all around. 


Jeevu points, arm outstretched, to the pyre from which 
smoke is beginning to rise. She looks at him. 


— He’s going to heaven, see? Paul explains. 


Jeevu breaks away from Paul and curls up, staring intently 
at the pyre and the smoke rising from it. 


Suddenly, the few monkeys that remained on the 
platform, cautiously at a distance from Paul and Jeevu, let out 
little cries and fled. Paul sees three sadhus arriving. Almost 
bare, completely coated in gray ash. They climb onto the 
platform confidently. Their faces are smeared with ash with 
a big red dot between their eyes. All three hold a long stick, 
which they use to carry a greyish jute bag. One of them also 
holds a short silver metal trident, from which hangs a 
garland of flowers. They don’t seem to age. 


The sadhus talk loudly, laugh and sit cross-legged in the 
center of the platform. Jeevu worried, goes to take refuge 
against Paul. One of the sadhus, the Vociferator, approaches 
Paul and Jeevu and begins to shout at them. Sadhu Trident 
and sadhu Calm laugh and seem to rebuke their colleague. 
Paul looks at the Vociferator smiling, to show him that he is 
not afraid. He greets him and his colleagues, hands clasped. 
Jeevu buried her face against Paul’s chest. 


Trident exclaims. 


-Hey! Look at this idiot! But stop being mean! You’re 
scaring the baby girl! 
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Calm agrees. 


- Yes, stop, you are tiring us. Come and sit here with us 
and leave mother and baby alone. 


Vociferator crouches beside Paul and Jeevu. He smiles. He 
talks softly to Jeevu, tugs her gently by the sleeve of her t- 
shirt. 


—Come on, baby girl, look at me, so I can see in your eyes 
what your destiny is. 


Paul gently pulls Jeevu away from him. 


—Come on, Jeevu! You have to greet the sadhu, like that, 
hands joined. 


Calm addresses the Vociferator. 


-—Come on, come here barker. You can see that you are 
scaring her. 


Trident adds. 
— Look, even the monkeys are afraid of you! 


The two seated sadhus burst out laughing. Their colleague 
will sit with them. Paul is about to get up. 


Trident stops him with an explicit hand gesture. 


-—She can stay seated, the mother! Go on! Sit down! You 
will tell us your past and we will tell you your future. 


Reassured, Jeevu sits up and looks at the three sadhus. Paul 
encourages her again to go and greet them. Which Jeevu 
does, once, keeping a safe distance. 


Trident signifies to her by gestures that there are three of 
them and that she must make three greetings. Jeevu does the 
three greetings. 


Vociferator addressing Calm. 
— Hey! Do you see what I see? 


Calm makes a hand gesture meaning “let it go.” 
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Vociferator then addresses Trident. 

— And you, do you see? 

Trident challenges Paul. 

- Hey, mom! Is that your daughter?! 

—I’m her father and she’s not really my daughter. 
Vociferator exclaims. 


-— Ah! Ah! Ah! He is her father, but she’s not his daughter! 
The beautiful contradiction! 


Calm rebuffs him. 
— Let him talk, fool! 


-Iam French. I just adopted the little Indian girl who is an 
orphan. 


Vociferator cries out again. 
— Ah! She was free and you chained her up again! 
Trident tells off him firmly. 


- So, shut up! Can’t you see she’s just a child? She needs to 
be chained, so that she can free herself later, in this life or in 
another life. You yourself, have you forgotten the chained 
child that you were? 


Vociferator is calmed down. 


-Yes, yes. That does not solve the question. She is not 
chained only to her father. 


Jeevu goes back to Paul and she sits against him. Then she 
inspects the sadhus in her own way, crossing them with her 
outstretched index finger. 


Vociferator questions. 


— What is the orphan doing with her fingers? Do you want 
to cast a bad spell on us? Hey, is that it? 


Eyes bulging, he makes to her: “Booooooh!” 
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Jeevu is not at all impressed and continues her selective 
observation. 
— She makes these weird gestures because she is autistic. 
Vociferator notes. 


-Ah! I was saying there was something! What’s it? A 
sickness? 


—No, acondition. 
Vociferator bursts out laughing. 
Trident exclaims. 


-It’s not just that! It’s not just that! Explain to us! But 
before... 


Trident pulls a large yellow brass bowl out of his bag and 
hands it to Jeevu. She looks at Paul who encourages her by 
gesture to get the bowl. By gestures, Trident makes it clear to 
Jeevu that she must go begging downstairs and that she must 
not speak. Jeevu takes the bowl and is about to get off the 
platform. Paul stops her for a moment and puts a 100 rupee 
note as a starter in the bowl. Jeevu descends towards the 
crowd. Vociferator gets up and shouts at the crowd. 


- Those who give nothing will be reborn 999 times in the 
body of an animal! 


Paul keeps an eye on Jeevu, who walks towards the group 
of women, while glancing at the sadhus, who observe him 
without seeming to. 


Trident questions him. 


- You are like a mother with this little girl. Where is your 
wife? 


— My wife is dead. I had a daughter, Jeevana’s age, she died 
too. 


- Why did you come to look for a girl in India? 
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-—I did not come to look for a child in India. It was the child 
who came to me. It’s fate. 1am her Aatmik Pita . She says it. 
~ It’s an interesting story. 
- Why did you say: “It’s not just that?” Paul asks. 


—Why does she say that you are her Aatmik Pita? That’s 
what I was trying to say. 


Trident points to Paul, a carnivorous smile. 
- You're not only his adoptive father! 
Vociferator intervenes abruptly. 


-Is it Shiva? Is it Venkateshwara? Is it Jagannath or 
Khanoba? Is it Yellamma or Renuka? 


Paul responds with a smirk. 
- Yellamma and Renuka, aren’t they the same deity? 
Then he gets serious again. 


— For Jeevana, Iam AT ONCE her father and her mother. Is 
that probably why you called me “mom” earlier? 


Vociferator in a sardonic tone. 


— And for you? What is the little Indian girl? Your wife and 
your daughter? “AT ONCE”? 


Calm says in a sweet tone. 

~If she is devadasi, you can tell us. 
Paul, looking completely detached. 
- Yellamma. 


Trident, with the voice rising in the treble of contained 
laughter. 


- And you're the husband! 
- Shaitra, in Rajasthan. 


Vociferator begins to howl. 
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-The immigrants from Rajasthan?! She’s a Padmashali, 
huh?! 


Paul looks totally bewildered. The three sadhus burst out 
laughing, slapping on their thighs. Paul watches the crowd 
below who begin to react negatively. He points to the crowd 
and nods his head Indian style, as if to say “they won’t like it.” 


Vociferator exclaims. 

-—No problem! We are the last free men! 
Calm questions Paul. 

— So you married the devadasi? 


-In India yes. But that doesn’t mean anything. I will bring 
her to France and the devadasi will be over. Do you think it 
will work? 


The three sadhus look at each other with a knowing air. 
Trident in a definitive tone. 

-It won’t work. 

Vociferator with conviction. 

-It won’t work. 

Calm, threatening. 


—It won’t work and if you do, it will be death for you or for 
the devadasi. 


Paul shows suppressed anger. He grins a smile. He looks at 
Trident, determined. 


-The law in India prohibits devadasi and a judge has 
already designated me as the father of this child! 


Trident responds. 


- The law forbids it?! And why does this continue? Why 
are girls still and always consecrated to a deity? Do you really 
think you'll win against Yellamma? Really?! 
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Vociferator adds to it. 


-—A goddess like Yellamma is even freer than us sadhus. 
You come from France and you think you can defeat the 
goddess because you don’t believe in the goddess, because 
you don’t believe in anything, because everything that is 
divine is foreign to you? But these things exist. Believe us! 
These things exist! 


Trident shows in turn the three points of the trident. 


— Look! India is like my trident. There are laws... There are 
traditions... There are gods. You will never defeat Yellamma. 
You will have to return the devadasi to the goddess, this is 
the advice we give you, we the sadhus. 


Paul, angry, sees the Sadhu-Professor of the safari 
throwing at him: “Love is an illusion. Beings are an illusion. 
The world is an illusion! Jeevana is an illusion. The signs are 
an illusion. You must give up!” 


Paul, tense, staring hard and determined. 

-I’d rather die than abandon my daughter to the devadasi! 
Calm questions him finely. 

-— You don’t believe in Yellamma? 

Paul, answers, resolute. 

—No. 

Calm continues. 

- You think she doesn’t exist, that her power doesn’t exist? 


- Yes, I think so, it’s a... (he says the word, suddenly, in 
English) ... illusion . 


Trident jubilant. 


— Since we’ve been talking together, haven’t you realized 
that you understand Punjabi and speak to us in Punjabi? 


Paul widens his eyes, taken aback. 
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Calm adds a layer. 
— But where did you learn Punjabi? 


Paul is in the most total incomprehension and 
consternation. The three sadhus are hilarious. 


Vociferator vociferous. 

— Ah! Ah! Ah! The Frenchman is ready to die for his child! 
Vociferator suddenly gets up and starts screaming. 

— He is like us, the sadhus, he is free! 


Vociferator advances to the edge of the terrace howls 
again towards the crowd below. 


— The atman is the last of the illusions! 


From there, Paul no longer understands at all what the 
sadhus are saying. The other two sadhus stand up in their 
turn. The crowd below begins to move. Jeevu rushes over, 
holding her bowl full of banknotes, some of which flying 
away. Men start throwing stones at the sadhus, excited by the 
women who shout insults. Trident snatches the bowl from 
Jeevu’s hands. The three sadhus run away along the bank, 
screaming and laughing like madmen, pursued by the angry 
mob. Paul and Jeevu flee up the street. Paul stops a taxi in 
which they rush. 


* 


Paul looks at Gurjee’s text message on his smartphone. Jeevu 
is restless, flapping her forearms heavily and mumbling 
things in Indian language. 


Paul addresses the taxi driver. 
- Baradari Palace, please . 
Then he talks to Jeevu, opening his arm to her. 


- Are you okay my darling? Hug? 
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Jeevu takes refuge in Paul’s arms and begins to cry softly, 
without tears. Paul cradles her tenderly. 


The taxi follows an avenue, crosses a roundabout and 
enters a very leafy area. The taxi drops Paul and Jeevu in 
front of an old royal palace transformed into a hotel. They are 
welcomed at the reception. They visit their suite with 
wonder. They watch the trees from their large terrace. They 
decide to go for a walk in the park. 


In the park, Paul and Jeevu discover games, plants, 
amazing things that distract Jeevu from her unhappiness. 
They find a quiet bench to sit on. Jeevu questions Paul. 


— You understood the sadhus, how they spoke? 

~ They spoke Punjabi. Do you understand Punjabi? 
Jeevu shakes her head no. 

- And you? 


- Yes, a little while. It was magic! For a little while I spoke 
in Punjabi with the sadhus. It’s weird! 


— What did the sadhus say? 
Paul thinks. Jeevu shakes his arm impatiently. 


-They were talking about you. They knew you are 
devadasi. I said I’m going to take you to France and then 
finish the devadasi! 


— And why were the sadhus laughing? 
-I don’t know, they were laughing all the time. 


Jeevu gets up from the bench and begins her mechanical 
walk. Suddenly, she faces Paul, and drawing him towards 
her, she puts her forehead against his forehead, eyes in eyes. 
They stay like that for a moment. Paul, embarrassed, smiled 
at her. Jeevu suddenly pushes him away. Just then they pass 
through a hushed bubble again. The sounds around them 
fade away. Jeevu lets go of Paul, turns around and lets out a 


130 


DEVADASI CHILD 


loud cry. The men on a bench, the women around the 
children’s games, the children, no one reacts. Jeevu attempts 
a howl again. But no one pays attention to it. Jeevu turns back 
to Paul. She is angry. 


—It’s not true! The sadhus said things! You don’t want to 
tell Jeevu! 


Paul, embarrassed, looks at her without saying anything. 
Jeevu is still up. 


— When people are dead, do they go to heaven?! Do you 
believe or don’t you believe?! 


Paul is undecided. 


— People say that after death we go to heaven. Other people 
say that after death there is nothing. Me, I don’t know. 


—Jeevu she believes in heaven! Mama and papa are in 
heaven! Lisa and Léa are in heaven! They are watching us! 


Jeevu starts crying in her own way, without tears. 


-If Paul is dead, is he going to heaven? If Jeevu is dead, is 
she going to heaven? 


-— Perhaps, my Jeevu, perhaps. I wish they were there, all 
four of them... 


-One can’t! They all died for Jeevu and Paul to find each 
other! 


Paul cries in his turn, touched by the words of his child. He 
opens his arms to her, between which she takes refuge. She 
recovers. 


— Why doesn’t Jeevu have water in her eyes? 


-I don’t know. Maybe because you have autism. But don’t 
wotry, it will come one day. 


Jeevu is suddenly alarmed. 


— You mustn't say that bapu! Don’t say that! 
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* 


Paul and Jeevu are in the minibus with the group of French 
people. Gurjee announces on the microphone that they will 
be in Amritsar for noon. Paul chats with Hervé and Sonia, 
while Jeevu is kneeling in the backseat gesturing to the 
vehicles behind. Then, Jeevu goes from one French to another 
to talk. But Gurjee prevents her from going to talk to the 
driver by carrying her on his shoulder to make her laugh and 
bring her back to Paul. So Jeevu invites Iréne and Viviane to 
the backseat to chat. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu stand, hand in hand, at the top of a grand 
staircase, under a large archway, gazing out over the large 
square pool with the Golden Temple at its center. The 
building, which shines like a jewel , is indeed covered in gold, 
up to the top of the domes. Visitors pass Paul and Jeevu. Both 
begin to descend. Paul, Jeevu and the French begin to wander 
slowly along the edge of the basin. Paul discusses with Hervé, 
while Sonia takes care of Jeevu. Hervé questions Paul. 


— We didn’t have the opportunity to talk about it, but what 
gave your visit to the cremation? 


-I intended to tell you about it, Hervé. Talk to the 
psychologist about it, if you don’t mind. 


- Yes, okay, why not. 

Paul, half joking. 

— You are going to tell me if I am psychotic or not... 
Hervé in a serious tone. 

-I’m listening to you. 


— We were watching the cremations from afar... We were 
sitting at the top of an unused platform... And there, three 
sadhus arrived... Paul tells everything about what happened 
with the three sadhus... Here, Hervé, you know everything. 
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Paul gives a forced smile. 
— What do you think? 


Herve thought for a moment. Paul said nothing, either, 
waiting for the psychologist’s answer. They look at each 
other and Paul starts laughing, Hervé follows him in his 
laughter. 


— Well, Paul! 
— You don’t believe me, do you? 


- Yes, yes, but I confess that I am unable to say anything 
intelligent about this experience that you... that you and 
Jeevu had. Do you have any assumptions? Let’s put the 
psychosis aside, if you don’t mind. 


It was Paul’s turn to think for a few moments. 


— No, I’m like you, I’m dry up! Completely! Either I say that 
magic, supernatural, Yellamma, it really exists... Or else, I 
don’t know, I don’t understand... I would like to meet a kind 
of Indian guru to enlighten me a little. 


* 


The group finds itself at the other end of the basin, from 
where the footbridge leaves which makes it possible to 
connect the golden temple in the center of the water. Gurjee 
is in front of the group of French to give explanations. 


— So, we can split into two small groups if you want. Those 
who want to see the Golden Temple, but have to queue as you 
see. Or, those who prefer the city tour, go shopping with the 
driver. So? 


* 


Paul and Jeevu, Hervé and Sonia, Iréne and Viviane follow 
Gurjee on the footbridge to visit the golden temple. Jeevu 
looks at the fishes, gets carried by Paul, then by Gurjee, she 
pulls Irene and Viviane, she talks with Sonia. Approaching 
the golden temple, the three women are behind. Paul is with 
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Jeevu. Gurjee and Hervé are further forward and talking to 
each other. They disappear for a moment in the temple. Jeevu 
clings to Paul’s arm, she looks worried. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu enter the temple, under a first cupola covered 
with gold. Beyond, they come across Gurjee and Hervé, 
smiling, waiting for them. 


Gurjee leans towards Paul to be heard well in the music 
and chanted mantras. 


— Hervé, he tells me that you want to speak with a guru. So 
there you go, if you want you can talk to the Sikh priest. He 
agrees. 


Gurjee steps aside a little and appears a Sikh priest, in his 
fifties, white suit, full beard, high tight turban, impressive. 
Paul greets the priest, hands joined, bowing. The priest smiles 
at him and invites him to follow him. Jeevu pulls Paul’s hand 
repeatedly. Paul leans towards her as he walks forward. 


- He’s our nice guru for asking questions. 
— Nice guru? 


Paul nods affirmatively, rolling his eyes. The priest leads 
them into secret parts of the temple. They enter a large, high 
room where mattresses are piled up. All three sit on 
mattresses on the floor. The priest looks at Jeevu. Paul 
encourages the child to greet him. What she does hands 
joined. The priest, smiling, speaks to her in the Indian 
language. Jeevu responds “Jeevu” and pointing to Paul she 
says “Paul.” The priest addresses Paul in English. 


- Your guide told me that you have questions? 
Paul tilts his head in assent. 


- Thank you for receiving us. Can I do a summary of our 
story before? 


The priest nods affirmatively, smiling. 
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-I am an orphan of my wife and my child and this little 
Indian girl is an orphan of both her parents... 


Paul unfolds a summary of their story to the priest, who 
listens intently. 


—... I don’t understand these strange things that happen 
and which seem to be an effect of Yellamma. Does Yellamma 
really exist or am I crazy?! 


The priest closes his eyes for a moment. Perplexed, Jeevu 
exchanges a look with Paul, who smiles reassuringly. The 
priest opens his eyes. 


— Are you a Christian, Paul? 
Paul nods affirmatively. 
- Christian culture. 


-Then you can understand the one God. There is no 
goddess. Yellamma is the manifestation of the one God. 
Everything is the manifestation of the one God, who can 
appear in different forms. This manifestation of Yellamma is 
his way of sending messages to you. You must not be afraid 
of these manifestations, for God is benevolent... 


— What do these messages mean? 


-— God wants to help you understand the meaning of death, 
the meaning of this encounter with the child and the 
meaning of your desire to adopt her... 


-— God’s messages frighten us. Jeevana is scared! 
- The world is Maya. Maybe you know Maya? 
Paul nods affirmatively. 


-God is surrounded by a veil of illusions, it is Maya, it is 
the world as it is. You and Jeevana are both under the illusion 
of death. You will be father and daughter when you accept 
death. Both. 
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The priest closes his eyes again, silent. He meditates. Paul 
does the same and Jeevu buries herself against his belly. 
Suddenly, the mantras sung by the priests seem to cross the 
thickness of the walls and invade the room. 


Paul sees himself in his imagination at the temple of the 
sun in Galta Jee, contemplating Jaipur in the setting sun. 
Above the city, in the sky, there is a grand vision of 
Yellamma, twinkling and smiling lovingly. The vision 
gradually fades. 


Paul opens his eyes. He sees the priest looking at him, 
smiling kindly. He gets up from the mattress. Paul helps 
Jeevu up and they both get up from the mattress. 


The priest addresses them. 

- Follow the ways of God and you will be well. 
Paul bows hands joined. 

- Thank you! 


Jeevu pulls him by the sleeve, insistent and looks 
pleadingly at Paul. 


— My question? My question? 
Paul addresses the priest with a tender smile. 
- She also has a question. 


Priest brings Jeevu aside and leans towards her. Jeevu asks 
him her question. The priest answers her, in the Indian 
language. Jeevu joins Paul with wide eyes, satisfied, but 
perplexed. 


After greeting the Sikh priest one last time, they go out 
through a back door and deposit rupees in a receptacle. Hand 
in hand, happy with their meeting with the Sikh priest, Paul 
and Jeevu quickly go up the catwalk. 


Paul questions Jeevu. 


— What was your question? 
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~ If Jeevu she goes to France with Paul. 
— So? What did he answer you? 


Jeevu makes a puzzled face, eyes wide and starts laughing. 
She shakes her head negatively. 


—Jeevu , she didn’t understand! 


In the distance, Gurjee and Hervé wave to them with their 
arms. 


* 
Paul and Jeevu are in their hotel room. 

Jeevu, scowling. 

-No! 

- As you wish! 

Paul takes his phone and mimes dialing a number. 


— Hello? ... The Clean-Jeevu? ... Yes... Could you come for a 
big hug?... 


Jeevu looks at Paul half amused, half puzzled . 


— Because now I’m not going to hug the Dirty-Jeevu, she 
stinks! 


Paul pinches his nose. 


-Ouch! Are you coming in a quarter of an hour or so?... 
You knock on the door, room 12... All right, see you right 
away! 


Paul closes his smartphone and opens his laptop. Jeevu 
rushes to the bathroom. Paul reads his emails, including a 
message from Florence. “... I find that you write to me less 
and less. We are far from each other. I wonder about our 
relationship. I think we better leave it at that, Paul. I’m 
sorry...” Paul puts the message in the trash. He shakes his 
head, eyes skyward, appalled. He sighs and remains pensive. 
A knock is heard on the bedroom door. 
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- Yes! Who is it? 

Jeevu shows up, showered and in a nightgown. 
— Ah! The Clean-Jeevu! 

He holds out his arms to her. 

- A big hug? 


Jeevu rushes over to Paul and they both hug each other. 
Paul sniffles loudly into Jeevu’s neck. 


— Huuuuum ! How Clean-Jeevu smells like little soap! 
Jeevu laughs. Then, seeing the open laptop. 

— Flo? She sent a message? 

Paul sighs. 

— Yes, it’s in the trash. 

— Show Jeevu! 

Paul opens the message. Jeevu reads it, concentrated. 
- Flo she loves you no more? 

-Ithink yes. 

— Flo she loves Jeevu no more? 

- Yes, you yes! No problem. 

- Why does Flo love you no more? 

Paul sighs again, a little embarrassed. 

- Well, Ithink she found another darling. 

- Flo she has an another darling?! 

Paul nods, sorry. 


-Flo she has an another darling! Flo she has an another 
darling! Flo she has an another darling! 


-— Go on! Sleep! 
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Paul carries the child in his arms to her little bed where he 
lays her down. He edges her. They give one last hug. Kisses. 


—Jeevu wants to sleep with Paul. 

Paul slowly shakes his head negatively, eyes wide, softly. 

— Nooo! 

Jeevu, grumble. 

- Why? 

~It’s like that. You’ll sleep later with your darling. For the 
moment your darling is Ganesh! 


Jeevu gives Paul a last kiss and hugs Ganesh-plush. Paul 
caresses the child’s forehead. 


—Ilove you my bapu. 
—I love you my Jeevu. 


Jeevu closes her eyes, clutching the Ganesh-plush. 


* 


On the way to Nangal early in the morning, the French are 
not left out regarding chitchat and various meetings in the 
minibus, some leaning in the aisle to discuss, others moving, 
exchanging their places according to the affinities of the 
moment. Gurjee walks around to chat with one or the other. 
Jeevu invites such and such to come and chat with her on the 
back seat which has become her private living room. Or she 
lies down in the back seat for a daydream or a short nap or 
she plays on her smartphone. Paul often chats with Hervé 
and Sonia. Paul looks out of the bus window, pensive. The 
exterior landscape changes, with more greenery and relief. 
They approach the mountains. Jeevu shows Paul a message 
on her smartphone. A message with “Yes.” Jeevu 
mischievously hiding the previous message with her thumb. 


Paul questions the child. 


-— Yes what? What was your question to Florence? 
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—It’s a secret. 


Jeevu goes back to her bench with a mischievous air. Paul 
looks out the window, he feels sad. He thinks back to the two 
women he met in India and with whom feelings arose. He 
remembers, under the big tent with Amina. Her loving gaze. 
They hugged each other. In the bed in the loft, with Florence, 
in each other’s arms, the caresses on the face, the tender 
looks, the smiles... 


Jeevu returns to see Paul. She looks at him with that 
special air full of wisdom. Paul looks at her sadly. Jeevu 
approaches him. She shows him her smartphone. Paul looks 
at the screen. Above the message with “Yes,” the previous 
message was: “You have another darling?” 


Jeevu goes against Paul and hugs him. Paul also hugs 
Jeevu. She closes her eyes. He looks out the window, with a 
sad smile. Outside the landscape becomes even more 
mountainous, with a winding road. They are approaching 
the Himalayas. 


* 


Arrived at Nangal , the minibus stops at the edge of the road, 
in front of a pizzeria. French people complain: “We are not 
going to eat pizza in India!” Gurji is hilarious. 


—So, no, we’re not going to eat pizza today. You see the 
little truck. This is for the picnic by Gobind Sagar Lake. We 
will follow the truck, it transports all the food. It’s a surprise! 


* 


The minibus follows the small truck in the middle of a green 
landscape in a deep valley, between small mountains, with a 
large river in the deep. They soon arrive at a huge and very 
high hydro-electric dam, called Bhakra, which retains the 
waters of Gobind Sagar Lake. Further on, they branch off to 
the left and arrive on the shore of the lake. A huge lake, 
bordered in the background by mountains, with the snow- 
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capped peaks of the Himalayas above. A grandiose landscape 
charged with spirituality. 


The French get out of the minibus, happy and admiring 
the place. The Indians of the truck unload the picnic and 
quickly set it up as real efficient professionals. Jeevu runs off 
along the beach that borders the lake. Paul follows her with a 
quick step. The child ends up disappearing by passing a large 
morainic rock. Paul begins to trot, looking worried. Paul also 
passes in front of the big rock and he feels the same inner 
tremor as when he had crossed the threshold of his 
apartment, believing Jeevu definitively kidnapped. 


Paul sees Jeevu in the distance with an angler, installed at 
the edge of the water. Paul walks quietly towards them. Paul 
arrived near the angler, Jeevu leaves running. 


—Jeevu! Don’t stray too far, darling! 
He addresses the angler. 
— Sorry. 


The angler turns to Paul. Paul is surprised, because the old 
angler looks like Aryan. His eyes are strange, completely 
black and as if filled with a starry sky. The angler holds out 
his hand. 


— Good-morning Paul ! 


Paul surprised, shakes the hand of the angler, he again 
feels an inner thrill, his legs let go and he falls to his knees. He 
comes to his senses. The old angler hands him a canvas bag. 


- Here, sit down on that. It’s a waterproof canvas, so you 
won't get your buttocks wet! 


Paul sits down on the bag. He looks back to see Jeevu. She’s 
quite far down the bank. Paul is alarmed, ready to get up. 
Suddenly Jeevu disappears. She vanishes into thin air. 
Volatilized. 
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-It’s okay, anxious dad, stay here, sit down, Jeevu is safe 
here. 
—Bapu! 


Paul makes a jump on the bag and looks at the other end of 
the beach, on the side of the big rock. Jeevu is there, running 
towards him. 


- Don’t be afraid, Paul, she’s safe here, she’ll just turn, from 
one end to the other, while we’re talking. I think you need to 
talk, don’t you? 


—So... How did she do it? 


- We are in a loop of the universe, Paul. You go to the end, 
over there on the right and, presto! You reappear at the other 
end, over there on the left. Jeevana won’t go anywhere but 
here, have no fear. 


- But you speak French very well! And how do you know 
our names? I don’t understand. 


-I can speak a lot of languages, you know. But nothing 
says that we are speaking French. Maybe we speak Punjabi 
and you don’t realize it at the moment. 


Paul is taken aback. He hesitates for a second. 
— You also know about the three sadhus in Patiala? 
The old angler brings in his line and casts it again. 


- What do you put on the end? I didn’t see anything, it 
seems. 


- Yes, yes, I put hope in it. 

— Hope? And does it bite? 

- Ah, that for biting, that bites! 

- But you didn’t take anything, I see. 


—I never take anything. It’s a fishing for hope, so we don’t 
take anything, that’s hope. 


142 


DEVADASI CHILD 


The angler burst out laughing. 
— Who are you? You look like... 


-Like old Aryan. Damn Professor Aryan! A very good 
philosopher that one. 


Paul sees Jeevu pass behind them, seemingly oblivious to 
their presence. She constantly crosses the portion of the 
bank, which seems to distract her. 


Paul turns to the angler. 
- Who... 
The angler cuts Paul off. 


- Paul, you are not asking the right question. What do you 
want? 


Paul thinks of the group of French, who might be worried 
about their absence, looking for them on the beach, beyond 
the big rock. 


— None of that, Paul. We spend time together, but that time 
is an illusion. Compared to the other world, your absence will 
last less than the blink of an eye. You don’t have to worry 
about that. 


-— Can you read my mind then? 

-Iam your mind. What is your biggest question? 
— Are you going to be able to answer it? 

— That could be. 

- We are being chased by Yellamma... 


-—Stop it Paul! I know all your story of Jeevu and you. 
Abbreviate! Think that you may only have a very limited 
number of questions to ask or wishes to grant before this 
extraordinary experience you are living ends! 


Paul looks at the lake and the snow-capped mountains in 
the background. He looks haggard. 
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-— Come on, Paul, go for it! Your dearest dream. 
— See Lisa and Léa again. Is that possible? No! 
The angler with conviction. 

~ It’s possible. 

Paul flinches. 

~Is... Is it possible? 

— Attention, limited number of questions! 

- For how much? 

— Limited! 

- Alive! I would like to find them alive! 

- You take your phone and call them. 

- Okay. If it’s that so easy... 

Paul searches for his phone on him, but fails to find it. 


-Do you remember Paul at Amber Fort in Jaipur? You 
hesitated... Take the ramp or the stairs and you took the 
ramp and that’s how you met Aryan. 


— Aryan it was a set up with my guide, Gurjee. I would have 
met him, whether I took the ramp or the stairs, anyway. 


-Yes, you're right. Except Aryan was willing to give up 
teaching you if you’d pushed him away from the start. The 
Grand Universe is made up of choices and non-choices. But 
the border between the two is not very clear. Sometimes we 
make a choice and it’s ultimately a non-choice and other 
times, we believe we are guided by a non-choice when we 
ultimately make a choice. 


-I don’t understand very well. 


—Remember the little meeting when Jeevu came back, 
when everyone thought she had been abducted. Remember 
how you tipped over to the other side of the looking glass... 
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Paul thinks back to that experience... in the loft, Jeevu is 
texting on WhatsApp. All the present adults discuss among 
themselves and move in slow motion. He is in an elsewhere. 


—... Jeevu, you and the others are all part of the same 
show. Lisa and Léa too. 


He confirms by waving his raised index finger. 
— Lisa and Léa too... 
Paul watches the sparkles on the waters of the lake. 


In imagination, Paul sees his phone, forgotten in the 
minibus, on the seat. 


— No, Paul. Your phone is not in the minibus. Your phone is 
there, with us, but you won’t see it until deep inside you have 
made the final choice to see Lisa and Léa alive again... 


Paul watches the flickers, tense. 


—... Because this choice will have profound implications. 
One doesn’t transgress the laws of the universe without any 
compensation, a rebalancing. You make a choice of love, but 
what is love? Do you remember the starry skies you admired 
with your little Léa? 


Paul remembers... he holds Léa in his arms. He then feels 
an intense emotion of love for his daughter. His eyes are 
shining with tears. Paul is in front of the small bed where 
Jeevu sleeps and he watches her sleeping and feels the same 
love for this child. 


—How is it possible? Lisa and Léa are dead. Can Jeevu 
retrieve her parents? If a choice has to be made, I leave my 
place to Jeevu. 


— You know Paul, we die here, we are reborn there. It’s like 
it is. Having someone to lose is what gives meaning to life. 


Paul sees Jeevu again in the grounds of the Baradari Palace, 
who tells him, “They all died for Jeevu and Paul to find each 
other!” 
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— What’s your choice, Paul? Are you ready to give up Jeevu, 
to give her back her parents and find Lisa and Léa? 
Paul looks at the angler, overwhelmed by this choice. 
- You will find your phone in the pocket of your jeans. 


Paul pulls his smartphone out of the back pocket of his 
jeans. He opens the phone application and displays the 
contacts. He scrolls through them to the little photo of Lisa 
and Léa, cheek to cheek, smiling. He touches the photo and 
the green button to call them appears. 


Jeevu rushes to Paul and hugs him. 

— My darling bapu! I love you, my bapu! 

Jeevu gives kisses to Paul, who hugs her. 

— My darling daughter, I love you! I love you too! 


Paul holds the child at a distance to stand up. His buttocks 
are wet from the sand. The angler has disappeared, the 
waterproof canvas too. He puts the smartphone in his jacket 
pocket. He is in tears. 


- Bapu! Carry your Jeevu! 

Paul picks her up and carries her. 

— Why are you crying, bapu? she says pitifully. 
— Because I love you, darling. 

—Jeevu she has no tears. 

- Don’t worry, darling, it will come one day. 

— You mustn't say that bapu! Don’t say that! 


* 


The whole French group eat their picnic happily. Jeevu tries 
to explain to Sonia how she rotated from one end of the beach 
to the other, but Sonia does not understand and loses 
interest. Paul shakes his head as he addresses Jeevu, looking 
annoyed. 
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* 


The minibus is on its way to Haridwar, which it should reach 
at the end of the afternoon. The picnic by the water, facing 
the majesty of the Himalayas, seems to have had a calming 
effect on the French. Gurjee put on Indian music full of 
sweetness which contributes to this appeasement. Jeevu 
herself takes a little nap in the backseat or joins Paul for long 
hugs. 


Paul wonders what happened to them. Who is this angler? 
Who fishes with hope! He doesn’t dare think about it too 
much, but the question is nevertheless there, deep in his soul: 
would he have met God himself? He remembers what the 
Sikh priest had told him: “Everything is the manifestation of 
the one God, who can appear in different forms.” Yellamma, 
the angler... 


Suddenly, he thinks back to his smartphone. He must 
make a final decision. It is now Jeevu that he loves and the 
ghosts must remain in the mists of his mind. Paul displays 
his contacts. He scrolls through them until Lisa’s and Léa’s 
contact with the little photo where they are both smiling, 
cheek to cheek. He selects and deletes this contact. It’s done! 
He just gave up. 


He, the non-believer, smiles as he thinks he almost feels 
like thanking God. He looks at Jeevu who is dozing against his 
stomach. He looks at his child. This child, whom he will take 
care of all his life, that is the true thanks to God. A constant 
prayer. He looks at the landscape that passes from the 
mountains to the plain and his gaze is full of determination. 


* 


The French group has just left the minibus and is marching 
towards the banks of the Ganges at Haridwar. The group 
walks along the bank on a wide quay that borders the river 
and where a few street vendors stand and a few men holding 
hands and looking at each other. Paul discusses with Hervé 
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and Gurjee. Jeevu runs on the quay, going back and forth 
between the women in the group. She seems happy and full 
of energy. 


- So, what are you talking about? If it is not indiscreet! 
Paul answers him. 


-No, no, Gurjee. This is a science fiction theoretical 
question. 


— Science fiction?! 
Hervé intervenes. 


— Paul poses an interesting problem, based on his personal 
situation. I can Paul? 


- Yes go ahead. 


— If we say that there are several parallel universes... Well, 
that’s science fiction, okay? So, Paul was talking to me about 
the choice between two universes. Consider a universe A, 
where his wife and daughter and Jeevu’s parents are all dead 
and where he becomes Jeevu’s father... 


—Is it the universe here? interrupts Gurjee. 
— Yes, that’s it, confirms Paul. 
Hervé continues. 


— Consider a universe B, where his wife and daughter are 
alive, as well as Jeevu’s parents. But in this universe he is no 
longer Jeevu’s father. Jeevu disappears for him. 


Gurjee is puzzled. 
—I did not completely understand. 
Paul is more explicit. 


-If I meet God, for example, and he now gives me the 
choice between universe A and universe B. What do I choose? 
Lisa and Léa, but no Jeevu, or I have Jeevu, but no Lisa and 
Léa. You, what would you choose Gurjee? 
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Gurjee looks at the large quay tiles as he walks and thinks. 
Gurjee, looks at Paul, smiling playfully. 

- Ham... I believe I tell God I want A + B. 

Paul and Hervé laugh. 

Hervé congratulates Gurjee. 


— Well done Gurjee! That’s exactly what I was telling Paul, 
butter and butter’s money. 


— Butter?! the guide asks. 
Paul explains. 


- Yes, it’s a French expression. Wanting the butter... and 
the money to buy the butter. It means wanting everything! 


Gurjee clarifies his thought. 


-I think if God is good for Paul, he gives everything. You 
have Lisa and Léa and you are on a tourist trip! Not a 
pilgrimage! And there God makes you meet Jeevu and with 
Lisa you decide to adopt her. So? It’s good, isn’t it?! 


Paul remembers. 


—One day Jeevu said to me: “the four of them have to be 
dead for Paul and Jeevu to meet.” 


Hervé and Gurjee nod slowly, impressed. 
Hervé, as if he was thinking out loud. 


- God is good, generous, all that, but... God can also subject 
us to trials. There is also the C universe! 


Gurjee laughs. 
— What is C?! 


-It’s a universe where Paul has nothing at all! He has lost 
everything, he is all alone. Dramatic, but possible. No? Paul? 


- Yes, Hervé. Possible. I play the tourist in India, instead of 
the “pilgrimage.” I don’t meet Aryan, Bishnois, or Jeevu. And I 
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go back to France and I go back to work. Lisa, Léa, Jeevu, no 
longer exist... And there you go... 


Just then, Jeevu rushes into Paul’s arms for him to carry 
her for a bit. 


-I believe, Hervé, that God also puts me to a test by 
making me meet Jeevu. He forces me to accept death and 
that’s a very big lesson! 


Jeevu gives him kisses. Hervé and Gurjee smile tenderly in 
front of this picture. Suddenly, Jeevu fixes her attention on a 
stand placed on the ground, displaying stuffed animals. Paul 
lets her get off his arms and go see the stuffed animals. Jeevu 
crouches down in front of one of them, a cute little dog. The 
salesman, clever, gives her the stuffed dog and announces 
the price to Paul in Indian language. Paul hesitates and 
shakes his head Indian style. The seller offers another price it 
seems. 


-— Come on, Paul, please Jeevu! Gurjee teases him. 
Hervé strokes the dog’s head. 

- Yes, Paul, look how cute this little dog is. 
Jeevu, pleadingly. 

—Bapu! 

Paul smiled shaking his head. 

— How many does he want, Gurjee? 

— Wait, I'll pay. I give the gift to Jeevu. 

Hervé, enthusiastic. 

-I participate too! In half! 


Paul laughs. Jeevu walks beside them talking to her stuffed 
dog. 
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They are on a last bridge before descending to the banks of 
the Ganges for the religious ceremony. Gurjee addresses the 
group. 


—- Well, it’s the “Arti” ceremony, it’s called. It is in honor of 
the goddess Ganga, the goddess of the river, the Ganges. 
We're going down and you can sit where you want. On the 
quay, or on the steps at the edge of the water. Ham, at the 
end, we meet here on the bridge, okay? Lets’ go! 


The group disperses according to the tastes of each. A 
crowd of Indians, families, with their children, gathered 
along the quays, on either side of the branch of the Ganges. 
Here, the water that descends from the mountains is 
transparent and slightly bluish with minerals. On the other 
bank, a large slipway, paved with stones, welcomes the 
Hindu priests and their fires. As the day falls, multicolored 
lights come on, as well as garlands. A sound system 
broadcasts religious music. Since there are a lot of people, 
Jeevu is worried and starts to jump and flap. Paul returns 
with her to the steps of the grand staircase and they sit there. 


A little later, there are still more people and it is darker. In 
the sound system, Indian music suddenly gives way to 
mantras sung by the priests. The Indian crowd repeats the 
mantras in response and performs ritual gymnastics, 
sometimes standing, sitting, arms raised, arms lowered... 
Jeevu, taken by the atmosphere, hums the mantras and 
follows the gymnastics of the crowd. 


Still later, the ritual continues. Jeevu fell asleep in Paul’s 
arms, holding the stuffed dog in her arms. Paul is taken by 
the atmosphere of the ritual and goes into an kind of ecstasy. 
He looks at the starry sky above them and his face is 
illuminated. Paul remembers... 


He is sitting on the bench at the belvedere at home. It’s 
night. He is under a big starry sky and he holds Léa asleep in 
his arms. He turns his head and next to him there is Lisa 
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looking at the celestial vault and turning her face towards 
him, smiling, in love. 


Paul seems happy. Now he can remember those he loved 
without suffering. The music in the sound system becomes 
wild, frenetic, rising to a crescendo, with percussion and wild 
screams. Paul, still in ecstasy, sees high in the sky a 
magnificent and grandiose apparition of the goddess 
Yellamma. The appearance is very clear, very lively, full of 
colors and Yellamma seems to be looking at Paul and Jeevu 
well and his gaze, his smile, are strange, a mixture of 
benevolence and threat at the same time. Paul is 
flabbergasted by this appearance, bewitched, wide-eyed, 
mouth half-open. Paul tears himself away from this 
apparition and tries to awaken Jeevu. 


Just then, the sound system stops abruptly. The priests on 
the other side are launching a small raft laden with offerings 
and sparkling torches. It is the signal for the crowd which 
launches small bowls of offerings with their small flame. 
Stars dot the Ganges and flow in an aquatic wonderland. Paul 
looks up at the sky. Yellamma has disappeared. 


Almost immediately, soldiers come down the stairs where 
Paul and Jeevu are and push back a security barrier. The 
crowd begins to swell. Paul and Jeevu get up and go with the 
flow. They are going to wait for the group of French on the 
bridge. Jeevu leans over the parapet, held by Paul, 
mesmerized by the spotlight-lit purple water of the Ganges, 
flowing rapidly below them. 


* 


The group sets off again along the bank of the Ganges. The 
atmosphere is positive, euphoric. The French chat among 
themselves and laugh. Jeevu herself is excited and hops 
around walking and humming, not letting go of Paul’s hand, 
while holding her stuffed animal under one arm. Paul tries to 
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talk about the appearance of Yellamma, without really 
believing it. 

Paul throws a line to Hervé, Gurjee and Sonia. 

-I liked, at the end, the visual effects in the sky. 

Hervé is surprised. 

—I didn’t see anything. And you, Sonia? 

— No, me neither. 

Gurjee makes an explicit hand gesture addressing Paul. 

- Paul, you have to stop taking stuff! 

Everyone burst out laughing, including Paul. 

Viviane asks Gurjee. 

~ Where are we going tomorrow? 


-In Rishikesh. It’s not very far from here and it’s a nice 
walk! 


* 


The minibus drives on a mountain road and passes a sign 
marked “RISHIKESH.” In the minibus, Gurjee takes the 
microphone to speak to the group. 


— So today is the last leg of the journey! Rishikesh! 
He laughs, mischievous. 


- Afterwards, tomorrow, you are going back to France? 
That’s it? 


Feigned boos from the group. 


- Except Paul, of course. He stays in India. He’s still on 
vacation! 


Paul raises and waves his hand. Then, waving his index 
finger. 


—I work in India! 
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Gurjee rectifies. 


-Oh yes! It’s true, you work at Shantideva. He is a teacher 
there. So, Rishikesh, I’m going to talk to you. It’s a very 
interesting little town, very spiritual. You will see, there are 
plenty of schools of meditation, yoga, Hindu medicine and all 
that. 


Hervé speaks to Gurjee, giving Paul a thumbs-up. 
— Are there any gurus? 


— Oh, there are plenty of gurus in Rishikesh. I’m sure Paul 
will find one more. 


Jeevu looks at Paul with wide eyes. 
-A guru? 

The group laughs. 

Gurjee resumes. 


—Ham, Rishikesh is well known all over the world. In the 
60s, 70s, there is transcendental meditation and a lot of the 
“People” come to Rishikesh to learn. The Beatles they came 
and that’s where they made, you know, the white LP! Here is. 
We arrive in less than an hour. 


* 


Far away on the beach, sprinkled with large rocks, which 
runs along the river at this place, the French act like tourists, 
happy to be where they are. They chat in twos or threes, tease 
each other, chase each other, buy bowls of offerings from 
young Indian girls and, after lighting the little flame, they 
put the bowls in the water, as an offering to Ganga. Some try 
precariously balanced yoga postures, which are a lot of fun. 
Others dip their feet in the water. Jeevu and Paul walk hand 
in hand, Jeevu doing her mechanical walk. 


—Bapu? 


-~ Yes my darling. 
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— Can we go to France with the French? 

- No, darling, not yet. Soon! It will come. 
- Why? 

-— You know, we don’t have all the papers. 
Jeevu resumes her mechanical walk. 


—Jeevu? Would you like us to spend a few days here, in 
Rishikesh? It’s quiet as a place. 


Jeevu nods loudly in the affirmative. 
- Okay! 
The group of French leaves the beach and goes up to the 


street, climbing a large staircase. 


* 


The group is seated on the terrace of the restaurant “The Little 
Buddha,” which overlooks the Ganges and Rishikesh, offering 
a panoramic view. Jeevu sits between Viviane and Iréne and 
talks while eating with the two elderly women. Paul is seated 
opposite, but he has risen and, leaning on the railing, he is on 
the phone. Paul turns around and taps his spoon on his glass 
for attention. 


-Ham... Dear friends, please. Just to let you know that 
Jeevu and I will be staying in Rishikesh for a few more days... 


Comments burst out, like what “it is regrettable,” like what 
“they are very lucky”... 


Paul continues, looking and pointing, smiling. 


- Do you see the beautiful hotel on the other side? This is 
the Ishan Hotel! That’s where we're going to sleep! 


* 


The minibus is parked in the small square in front of the 
Ishan hotel. The whole group of French is going to bid 
farewell to Paul and Jeevu. High up on the front of the hotel, 
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one sees a large poster representing the bust photo of a 
“suru,” an elderly man, dressed in white, long hair, beard, 
hands joined and smiling. 


Gurjee shows the poster. 
— Hey, you see! I told you, Paul found another guru! 


The whole group laughs. Jeevu goes around the French 
with her smartphone so that everyone enters his contact 
data. One kisses her, one hugs her for a moment and one 
gives her little packets that she slips into a fabric pocket. 
Farewell gifts. One says kind words to her and one talks 
about her progress in French, her future in France and that 
one will see each other again. Paul takes the microphone. 


-I would like to thank you from the bottom of my heart 
for your welcome. For all the nice interactions with Jeevu. I 
think we have all been able to see her progress in French. You 
contributed to it, thank you again. We wish you a good 
return to France and... then, we will see each other again! 


Paul goes in turn in the minibus for hugs and kisses. There 
are a lot of emotions. Viviane and Irene are on the verge of 
tears. Suddenly, we hear the somewhat mechanical voice of 
Jeevu in the sound system. 


-—Jeevu she says thank you for all the little gifts. Now, 
Jeevu she speaks very very good French. Kis-ses! 


Viviane asks Paul. 
~Is it still a long time for the adoption? 


-We don’t know. I’m waiting for an email from my 
lawyer, to tell me about the international guardianship. It 
could happen tomorrow, in a month, in three months, we 
don’t know. 


Then, he concludes, smiling bravely. 


- But it will happen! 
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Finally, Paul and Jeevu get off the minibus, which drives 
away up the Laxman Jhula Road. One still waves goodbye. 
Paul carries Jeevu in his arms. She starts to wince, she cries in 
her own way, without tears and buries her face in Paul’s 
neck, moaning softly. They enter the hotel, while employees 
recover their luggage. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu look at the panorama of the Ganges and the 
temples, including the great Trayambakeshwar, orange in 
color bordered in white, which rises thirteen stories high, like 
a Slice of a pyramid. 


~ Shall we go for a walk by the water? Would you like to? 
Jeevu nods vigorously and affirmatively. 
— Does Jeevu take the animals? 


-If you want! 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are on a small beach, between large rocks, on 
the banks of the Ganges. Jeevu wanted to go back to where 
they were earlier with the French. Jeevu plays with small 
plastic camels. Paul looks at her with tenderness. As a good 
observant desert girl, Jeevu perfectly reproduces the 
behaviors and noises of camels, unfolding a story of love and 
conflict between them. Currently, they bathe in the river. 
Paul is happy to be there, with his child. Jeevu is happy to 
play there, with her camels. 


Suddenly, Paul feels a vibration of his smartphone against 
his thigh. He’s watching. It’s an email. An email from Mehta, 
the lawyer. He announces to Paul that international 
guardianship has been granted and he attaches the 
document in PDF. A wave of joy seizes Paul and his eyes fill 
with tears. He contemplates the PDF he opened. It’s written 
in Hindi and English, luckily! Paul is about to let out a cry of 
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joy to challenge Jeevu, but just then Jeevu lets out a cry of 
distress, pointing with her arm downstream of the river. 

— Bapu! Camel! 

Paul quickly pulls the other camels out of the water and 
lifts Jeevu onto her legs. Then they run off along the shore. 
The toy has gone too far in the fast current and they can no 
longer distinguish it in the reflections of the water. Paul 
stops and hugs Jeevu close to him. She cries, without her 
tears. They slowly go up the bank, up to the remaining 
camels. 


— He is dead? The camel? 


— No, a camel can swim. He will go back to the sand further 
and another child will take care of him. 


—The camel is in the desert! There is no water! He can’t 
swim! 


Paul nods Indian style and opens his smartphone. Luckily 
he finds a video of a camel swimming on YouTube! Jeevu 
calms down and starts smiling. Paul gives her a kiss of 
consolation. 


—Ihave a surprise! 

— What’s it? 

— An email from Mehta, the lawyer! 
— Watch! 


- Look... We have international guardianship! This is the 
paper to go to France with bapu! 


Paul and Jeevu’s eyes sparkle with joy. They hug each 
other. They get up and go back to the hotel. 


— Are we going to France? 


—Now, you just need your passport and your visa in the 
passport. And then we go to France. Still a little while, a week 
or two, I think. 
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- We're going to Shantideva now! 
— Do you want us to go home? Me too! 


Jeevu nods affirmatively as she kicks the sand. They set 
off. 


* 


Trishna and Inayat greet Paul and Jeevu at the airport. These 
are moving reunions. They take a taxi. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu arrive at Shantideva. Jeevu rushes into 
Sabita’s arms and then runs to see all the girls screaming 
with joy. Paul hugs Sabita more soberly. 


-—Iam happy to see you again Paul and Jeevu of course. So 
that’s it? Are you going to leave us? 


Paul sighs. 


- Hey, yes, Sabita. Was that the purpose of my mission to 
India? 


Sabita has bright eyes. 
- It’s not for now? When do you see your lawyer? 


-In a few days. Next week, I think. He has to come to the 
apartment to bring us the passport. 


Sabita tries to divert her grief. 
- And your trip with the French? It went well? 
Paul nods his head affirmatively. 


— Very well! We were with very warm and caring people in 
Jeevu. She still made good progress in French. 


— We missed you... And we will miss you, Paul! 


-Sabita! As you well know, Jeevu will be the link between 
India and France. We will come back regularly. Okay? From 
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now on, my life will take place between France and India. 
This is how! 


Sabita looks Paul in the eyes, tenderly. They hug each 
other a little more. 


* 


In the loft, there is a kind of ceremony. The lawyer, Shahid 
Mehta, solemnly hands over her passport to Jeevu and shows 
her her adoption visa. Jeevu is happy and hops around 
holding her precious passport with both hands. Paul, big 
smile, thanks his lawyer and gives him a hug. Jeevu gives two 
kisses to Shahid Mehta. 


* 


Paul and Jeevu are at Café Coffee waiting for the appointment 
at Goyal Hospital . They consume a milkshake and brownies. 
Jeevu looks at Paul with a mischievous little smile, while 
eating and drinking happily. Paul looks at her with 
tenderness. Jeevu is playing with two plastic camels around 
the small table. They go in opposite directions and regularly 
collide. Jeevu suddenly looks at Paul. 


—In France, one drives on the right. In India one drives on 
the left. 


Paul doesn’t pay too much attention to Jeevu. He is in his 
thoughts and he looks perfectly happy. Suddenly, Paul looks 
at the time on his watch. They come out of Cafe Coffee . 


* 


The Goyal Hospital is just opposite. Paul looks to his left, 
believing he is already in France, with the intention of 
crossing Residency Road between two streams of vehicles, as 
they usually do. Paul is smiling. He looks so happy. The 
rickshaw he hasn’t seen is coming behind him too quickly, 
skirting the parked cars. Paul is violently hit. The impact 
propels Jeevu backwards and she falls harmlessly onto the 
street. Paul is thrown onto another rickshaw. His head hits 
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the bodywork violently and he collapses. A pool of blood 
immediately spread behind his head. Paul is unconscious. 
Jeevu gets up and goes on top of him, trying to revive him. A 
crowd occurs around Paul and Jeevu. Someone calls for help 
on the phone. Jeevu is still screaming and shaking Paul’s 
chest. Paul’s eyes move for a moment. 


Through a red veil, he sees Jeevu’s face bent over him, 
grimacing, crying and screaming, then red invades 
everything, then black invades everything. 


Jeevu is curled up on Paul’s chest. One hears the siren of an 
ambulance in the distance. Medics from Goyal Hospital arrive 
first with a stretcher. They take Paul away. A nurse who 
knows Jeevu well takes her by the hand and they follow the 
stretcher. 


High in the sky, a huge apparition of Yellamma, with a sad 
smile that no one notices. 


* 


Jeevu is alone, sitting on a chair in the hallway of the 
hospital. Jeevu is playing with her two camels, crashing into 
them before her eyes. Dr. Misha Mahota approaches the child 
and sits down next to her. She gently brings Jeevu to stop her 
game with the camels. Misha Mahota makes eye contact with 
the child and speaks to her with seriousness and pain. Jeevu 
winces, she cries and presses against Misha Mahota. Dr. 
Misha Mahota gently hugs her for support. Jeevu’s face is 
weeping with tears streaming from her eyes. Jeevu pulls back 
and shows Dr. Misha Mahota that she has tears. Jeevu touches 
her tears and looks at her wet fingertips, amazed. 


* 


Sabita, Trishna and Inayat walk down the hallway towards 
Jeevu. 


* 
Jeevu’s eyes are now full of tears. 
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Jeevu’s serious and focused gaze. Her face is both smiling and 
a bit drawn. Jeevu is mesmerized by the treadmill spinning in 
front of her. She is waiting for her big green suitcase. Jeevu is 
with Stéphane at Toulouse-Blagnac airport. They have just 
arrived, leaving Shantideva and India behind. 


-—One could have imagined that the tragic disappearance 
of Paul would lead to the pure and simple cancellation of the 
guardianship and the adoption project... 


Jeevu and Stéphane are greeted by Muriel, who is holding 
Sébastien by the hand, and Paul’s parents. Jeevu rushes 
towards Muriel who extends her arms to her. 


-... But that was without taking into account the 
tremendous frame that Paul had been able to build both in 
the minds of Jeevu and in those of the Indians and the 
French... 


* 


Sabita, Trishna, and Inayat comfort Jeevu, who shows them 
that she has water in her eyes. Sabita chats with Dr. Misha 
Mahota, goes to see Paul’s body, and comes back in tears. All 
four leave the hospital. 


-... So that a prodigious mechanism of fate set in motion, 
in India as in France, as if Paul, even after his death, 
continued to pull the strings of the universe... 
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The announcement of Paul’s death to the girls of 
Shantideva led to a lot of tears. Sabita and Pooja and the older 
ones helped the others get over their grief. Together with 
Jeevu, the girls set about making drawings and preparing 
flower garlands for Paul’s cremation. They began to sing 
prayers. 


—... Paul’s death was a very difficult moment for all of 
Shantideva. But, beyond the grief, everyone wondered with 
anguish about the future of Jeevu, the little devadasi... 


* 


Jeevu brings her smartphone to Sabita for a WhatsApp video 
with Muriel, who announces her arrival in India, with her 
husband Stéphane and Paul’s parents. Muriel proposes that 
Paul’s apartment be kept and that Jeevu lives there with 
Trishna. Sabita and Trishna accept the arrangement. 


* 
Jeevu and Trishna are on the loft terrace. 


Jeevu, holds her stuffed dog in her arms, determined gaze, 
but with a hint of mischief. Jeevu refuses to speak a language 
other than French. 


-—Iam French. I’m going to live in France, in Paul’s house! 


Trishna, sitting on the swing, looks up from a book and 
smiles kindly at Jeevu, sympathetically. 


-— You could speak Rajasthani. You are not yet in France! 


Jeevu, with a mischievous little smile, shakes her head 
negatively. 


-Iam French and I only speak French. 


Trishna shakes her head as well and goes back to reading. 


* 
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Muriel, Stéphane and Paul’s parents are welcomed at the 
hotel by Sabita and Mahin Govindassamy. They all go up to 
Paul and Jeevu’s apartment and talk on the terrace. 


* 


Jeevu, Muriel, Stéphane and Paul’s parents, accompanied by 
Kapoor Singh from WACCA and Shahid Mehta, the lawyer, 
are received in court by the family court judge. Muriel gives 
papers to the judge, who examines them. They talk. Jeevu 
answers yes, with a strong nod, to a question from the judge. 
And the judge announces her decision. 


—We need to make a decision quickly, as the threat of 
devadasi still hangs over Jeevu. In his will, Paul bequeaths his 
house and all his possessions to Jeevu and he asks that Jeevu 
be adopted by his sister and her husband. The presence of 
Jeevu’s future French grandparents is important to us. I 
therefore decide, for the good of the child, to respect Paul’s 
will and to transfer international guardianship to Paul’s 
sister and her husband... 


* 


The French, with all Shantideva and Jeevu attend the 
cremation of Paul according to the Hindu rite. Jeevu leaves 
holding an urn containing Paul’s ashes. 


* 


In France, with Muriel, Jeevu burns in a barbecue dozens of 
printed photos of her two parents, smiling, on their beautiful 
motorcycle. Muriel and Jeevu put the ashes in an urn. 


* 


Muriel, Stéphane, Paul’s parents, Lisa’s mother, Jeevu, the 
mayor with his tricolor scarf and a few other people, attend 
the deposit of the funeral urns of Paul and Jeevu’s parents in 
the same box of the columbarium. One affixes the new 
plaque with all the names of the missing. 
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—... This is how alongside Lisa’s, Léa’s, and Paul’s ashes, 
Chandwalis’ ashes found their place. 


* 


Jeevu and Muriel are sitting close together on the bench at the 
belvedere. The sun has set and the first stars are appearing. 
They look at each other smiling. 


Behind them, high in the darkening sky, rises a grandiose 
apparition of Yellamma, with her usual frozen smile and her 
staring gaze, which no one sees and which disintegrates into 
stars in the starry sky. 


“...Was it the will of the goddess? Was it just an accident? 
No one will probably ever know. Paul is dead, but believe it or 
not, a strange angler, with stars in his eyes, will tell you: 
within the infinite universes, there is at least one in which 
Paul and Jeevu live together and love each other for ever. And 
if you want to know their story, then open your eyes to the 
starry sky and let yourself be carried away by your 
inspiration. 
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